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CLAIMED BY THE BRITISH ROCKSTAR 


The tattooed, six-foot-seven, muscular lead singer of one of 
the biggest rock bands in the world spots me in the crowd 
and immediately claims me as his. 


This forty-two year old possessive older man knows how to 
take what he wants, and soon he has me wondering if I can 
be more than just an inexperienced eighteen year old girl. 
Can I please the British rock star? 


The problem is that I wasn’t at the show to see him. I was at 
the show to see my dad, who just so happens to be the lead 
singer’s bandmate and oldest friend. 


And yet I can’t stop dreaming about Maddox Copper 
claiming me like the inked primal savage he is, a man a 
million cuts above the immature douches my age. 


I have dreams of getting a degree in zoology and opening 
an animal sanctuary, but when Maddox and I come together 
in irrepressible lust, it’s like we’re the animals. This silver 
fox knows how to press all the right buttons. 


But he and my dad have been friends since they were 
eleven years old and bandmates for almost as long. How the 
heck is that supposed to work? 


And what can a naive younger woman like me do for a man 
like Maddox Copper, a rock star among rock stars, a man 
who must’ve had about a million groupies throwing 
themselves at him over the years? What if I can’t get over 
my insecurities, the voices whispering in my head that I’m 
just not good enough? 


What if my past demons come back to haunt me and it all 
comes crashing down? 


*Claimed by the British Rockstar is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


M addox 


“So I guess you'll be settling down now, eh?” Freddie calls 
over to me as he twirls his drumsticks around his tattooed 
fingers, bobbing his head along to the opening act’s beat. 
His long hair falls over his eyes, shifting with his 
movements. “What’d you reckon, Si? Time for Maddox to 
settle down?” 


Simon grins, a wiry man with a jet-black ponytail and 
eyeliner, still clinging to the look the Shadow’s Crow had 
ten years ago. 


“We got more chance seeing pigs do synchronized flying.” 


I shake my head, leaning back and taking a sip of water. I’m 
wearing a black T-shirt and blue jeans with chunky boots, 
but gone are the days of long, wild hair. My arms are still 
covered in the same sleeved ink, but our days of touring are 
almost behind us. 


I’m forty-two years old. 


And they’re right. 


The need to progress to the next chapter of my life is like a 
drumbeat in my chest. 


But there’s another feeling throbbing in my chest, and 
that’s the knowledge that I haven’t and probably never will 
meet the woman who will rock my rock star world. I always 
assumed I’d know, like a punch in the bloody face, when I 
saw her. 


Pd just fucking scent her, like a wild animal on the 
Savannah, but it turns out this bloke is destined to be alone. 


Fine, fair enough, no use crying over spilt milk and all that. 


“Seriously, mate,” Si says. “Are you gonna be alright once 
it’s all said and done? I mean, we’ve all got families and kids 
to keep us busy.” 


He’s grinning, bantering, and I can read a teasing note in 
his eyes. 


“I’m sure Ill cry myself to sleep every night, mate,” I laugh 
grimly. 


“Yeah,” Freddie says, rolling his eyes. “All he’s got to keep 
him busy is his record label, not to mention about a dozen 
other businesses. He’s gonna have a real tough time.” 


We all laugh and then the door opens, letting in a slice of 
cluttered backstage hallway and then Lenard, our lead 
guitarist. 


Lenard and I first met when we were eleven years old, 
starting a punk band in his mom’s shed, singing badly and 
playing worse. 


But we never gave up the dream, and at seventeen we 
started Shadow’s Crow, and got signed three years later, 
and since then it’s been like a fever dream of shows and 
albums and jet-setting madness. 


Lenard moved here to the States, while I stayed in the UK - 
though I have properties here - and as he walks into the 
room, I can’t help but let a smirk touch my lips. My old 
friend’s got an LA tan and he’s wearing flip-flips and baggy 
shorts. 


“The fuck are you wearing?” Freddie chuckles. 


“Pm late,” Lenard says, as if that explains it. “Pll be ready 
before we go on stage, fellas, don’t worry.” 


“He’s running on LA time now,” Simon grins. 


Lenard walks to the adjacent door, across the landscape of 
posters and flowers and gift cards and guitars and wires, 
and closes it quietly behind him. 


I lean back and let myself relax, willing the calm to come 
over me that has given me safe passage through thousands 
of performances. I work my mouth and let my vocal cords 
relax, not bothering with warm up exercises. 


I never have. 
Be ready to attack, always. 


Our manager told us that the day after we got signed, 
meaning that at the drop of a hat we ought to be ready to 
perform, wherever, whenever. 


Those were words I lived by in my craft, but also in my 
search for a woman, the woman. 


I always knew my body would swirl with primal need when I 
sighted her, my body would surge and I’d know to take her, 
with no doubts, no hesitation. 


Take her and put my seed in her waiting, aching womb. 


But as the years drifted by and as Shadow’s Crow got more 
and more popular, I never saw her, not even a glimpse of 


what I’d come to expect would come if given only time. 


“What’d you think about our last show being in LA?” Simon 
asks, a subtle smile on his gaunt face. “I’d have preferred 
London, man. Imagine that. A sea of pasty English faces 
grinning up at us. All sun-starved and ready for some real 
rock and roll.” 


“Remind me why he doesn’t write the lyrics again?” Freddie 
guffaws, tossing his drumsticks around like batons. “ Sun- 
starved and ready for some real rock and roll. Mate, just 
shut up. Let your guitar do the talking.” 


Simon flips him the bird and then Lenard emerges, wearing 
his baggy black shirt with his hair spiked all over the place 
with product, his face more wrinkled and fuller than we 
would’ve believed a face could get back in the day. But if I 
look close, I can still see the excited twenty year old kid, 
leaping around our rundown flat in London, yelling about 
how we made it and we're going to be huge. 


Before settling down, Lenard let himself get suckered in by 
the rock star life, the drugs and the parties and all those 
things that make a man prematurely old. 


But now he has a wife and a daughter, Myla, and happiness 
radiates from his LA tanned face. 


Lenard walks over, grinning. “Reckon you'll visit more now 
we're retiring?” 


“Retiring?” I mutter. “I'll be busier than ever.” 


“Yeah, yeah,” he says. “Don’t know why though. We’ve got 
enough money to live like kings for the rest of our lives.” 


“How’s the family?” I ask. 


“Good, good,” he says. “Myla graduated high school a few 
months back. She wants to go to college. Zoology. Tina’s 


bringing her to the show tonight, actually.” 
I raise my eyebrows. “ You never let her come to the shows.” 


He shrugs. “She’s old enough, I reckon. Eighteen years old. 
Plus, it’s our last one. It’s a historical moment.” 


I let my lips tug upward for a brief second. “Can you believe 
it, Len? We started in a shitty pub in Hackney, the 
microphone not even working, half the crowd not even 
paying attention.” 


“And now look at us,” he agrees, beaming. But then his face 
drops, his features sinking into seriousness. “I wish you’d 
find somebody to share it with though. It makes it all so 
much sweeter.” 


“You're getting sentimental in your old age.” 


He chuckles and runs a hand through his hair. “It’s the 
truth, man. It’s the goddamned truth.” 


Finally, the opening act winds down and then I hear the 
hush of the crowd, the murmurs of excitement getting 
louder and louder as the deep voiced announcer speaks 
over the arena. 


He lists all our accolades and our long history of rock star 
baddassery, but I just let the words recede into the 
background as we make our way to the stage and take up 
our positions behind the curtain. 


I move to the microphone and let my fingers move up the 
stand, knowing it will be the last time, knowing that my 
future stretches uncertainly before me. 


There are my businesses, my dozens of properties, the 
freedom to do anything I want whenever I want. 


But there’s no her, the woman who will give me the family 
to make it all truly worth it. 


And perhaps there never will be. 
Finally, the curtains lift and the lights blaze on the stage. 
I see her. 


As Freddie starts the amped-up drumbeat that introduces 
one of our most famous songs ‘Devils in the Snow’ I spot her 
at the front of the crowd. 


I feel an energy form somewhere deep inside of me, 
gathering, urging me to leap down into the crowd and fist 
her long, wavy blonde hair, her hair which cascades like 
golden water down to her shoulders. 


Her body is curvaceous in the extreme, the sort of child- 
bearing hips that almost drive me feral. She’s wearing a 
baggy Shadow’s Crow ‘T-shirt that still hints at the 
voluptuousness of her chest, her legs held in jeans that 
make me want to pull aside the metal railing and palm her 
flesh, squeeze, satisfy. 


I realize that I’ve let my cue pass, that the guitar intro has 
lengthened as my bandmates glance at me, wondering why 
I haven’t started, wondering why I haven’t launched in with 
my husky, volcanic vocals. 


“Ladies and gentleman,” I say, but I stare at her with every 
word, letting my gaze sear into her open face, her cheeks 
slightly flushed, her hands gripping the railing as she gazes 
up at me. “I’d like to thank you all for coming. And 
apologize. Because this is our last show, and your ears will 
be ringing by the time you leave this fucking arena.” 


The crowd erupts into a frenzy at that, screaming and 
roaring as a thousand flashes try to blind me. 


But as I wrench the microphone from the stand and start 
the song, I never let my eyes leave her. 


I found her. 
After all these years, I finally found her. 


I lock my gaze on her as though any moment she could 
disappear, as though she might dissolve into the smoke that 
floods onto the stage as our second song begins. 


I feel my manhood twitching and roaring at me to take her, 
to claim her, to pump my seed into those luscious curves 
until she’s screaming and begging for more, for all my seed. 


And then my gaze shifts to someone she’s talking to. 


I feel something drop inside me when I recognize the 
woman. 


It’s Tina, Lenard’s wife, my best friend’s wife. 


Which means the woman at her side must be Myla, 
Lenard’s daughter. 


Oh, fuck. 


The woman I’ve chosen, the woman I know now, without a 
single doubt in my mind, I can never live without, is my best 
friend’s daughter. 


Fuck. 


CHAPTER TWO 


“Did you enjoy the show?” Mom asks as she switches lanes 
and glides down the highway, the traffic coming to a slow 
halt as we sit under the clear Californian sky. 


I manage a nod, but something is swirling inside me, a silly 
thought taking root no matter how much I try to batter it 
down. 


For a few songs, I could’ve sworn that Maddox was staring 
at me, his eyes searing into me as his powerful chest 
produced the husky notes, his British accent like a mix 
between James Bond and a freaking jet engine. 


He was huge and heaving on stage, all six foot seven of him 
tense and ready to explode, it seemed to me. 


His arms, sleeved in tattoos, bulged as he gripped the mic 
like a lover. 


Like I want him to grip me. 


Toward the end, he’d torn his shirt off in a fit of animal 
frenzy and every woman in the crowd had gone wild, 


screaming, their voices rising into the hot air like spectators 
at a gladiatorial game baying for blood. 


My mouth had fallen open as my eyes coated every inch of 
his sweaty, rock hard skin, his abs a solid bulk of muscle 
with lines for each pack, his pectorals round and powerful. 
His hair wasn’t dyed like Dad’s or the other band members. 
It was iron grey with flecks of obsidian, as though he wasn’t 
ashamed of his age, of who he really was. 


And maybe I was going insane, because when he was 
shirtless, I could’ve sworn his stark green eyes were 
flaming into me again, his heaving chest making me want to 
grab it, to feel how rock solid it must’ve been. 


I let my forehead rest against the glass as the car comes to 
a stop in traffic, letting the warm window press against my 
skin. 


Stop being an idiot. 


He was most likely looking at some groupie behind me or 
next to me, since the crowd was so squashed and packed I 
couldn’t be sure who was near me. 


But as we entered the arena I saw what seemed like an 
endless army of women, all skinnier and prettier and 
wearing fewer clothes than my baggy ensemble, all of them 
clearly ready to perform whatever deeds the band required 
of them. And, since Maddox was the only single member of 
the band, and since he was the hotter-than-hell lead singer, 
I bet right now they’re all throwing themselves at his feet 
like sacrificial lambs. 


My hand strays to my throat, where Grandma’s necklace 
used to be. 


Used to be. 


But that was before I let my mind get carried away with me 
and started to believe I was anything other than the shy girl 
who lived in the background of other people’s lives. 


I’m never the main character. 
I’m never her, the one who matters. 
I’m an extra in my own life. 


I shake my head again, letting out a sigh. There’s no need 
to get morbid just because I let my mind play a trick on me, 
making me believe for a few moments that the man I’d 
crushed on in my younger teen years - I mean, who hadn’t 
crushed on Maddox Copper - was staring at me with beast- 
like lust. 


“Are you okay, Myla?” Mom asks as the traffic eases and we 
start to inch forward. “You seem very quiet.” 


“Tm fine,” I tell her, forcing my lips into a warm smile. “I’m 
just thinking about the show. It was awesome to see Dad up 
there.” 


That’s a lie, sort of, because as the show progressed it was 
impossible to wrench my gaze away from Maddox, my eyes 
fixated on him like lasers, and my traitor mind telling me 
that his were fixated on me, too. 


“I'm glad you got to see it.” Mom smiles. “I’m also glad that 
the band has all agreed to retire. I know that worried your 
father, you know, the resentment that would build if one 
person wanted to keep it going. But they’re all happy with 
what they achieved. Can you believe it? Maddox and Lenard 
have been friends since they were eleven years old, and 
now look at them.” 


“Tt’s crazy,” I mutter, feeling a stabbing in my mind as I grip 
my knees through my baggy pants. 


Even if, in some parallel upside-down universe, Maddox was 
staring at me with that primordial want I’d imagined, it 
wouldn’t matter anyway. Maddox is more than twice my age 
- not that I care about that - and, more importantly, he’s my 
dad’s best friend. 


I’m letting myself slide shamefully into fantasy land, the 
same way I did with Aaron, the same messy thought process 
that resulted in my Grandma’s necklace disappearing from 
my life. 


“Oh, Myla,” Mom had said when I told her I’d lost it, 
crossing her arms and letting her eyes flit over the ruined 
landscape of our home, so many items missing, stolen, and 
her daughter wouldn’t even say why. 


I bet she hated me for not giving her the name of the thief. I 
bet she still does, a little. 


But how can I tell her? 
There’s a sword hanging over my head, and he holds it. 


When we get home, the electronic gates slide open and 
Mom glides the car up the driveway to our five-bedroom 
home, I excuse myself and go to bed. 


I shut the door and drop down in the darkness, not 
bothering with the lights, just closing my eyes and sinking 
deeper into oblivion. 


But even though my body is sore from volunteering at the 
shelter earlier in the day and then the show, my mind won’t 
settle, leaping around like a frenetic ball of nonsense in my 
mind. 


It keeps returning to Maddox and the way his muscles 
rippled and his eyes gleamed in the show, his tattoos 
shifting like alive things as his muscular arms twitched. 


In my mind, I hear the echoing of an empty arena, and 
suddenly it’s just the two of us, Mom and Dad and the rest 
of the band gone, every single scantily clad groupie gone, 
the rest of the crowd disappearing in puffs of smoke. 


I see Maddox prowling down the stage like the hunter he is, 
his eyes fixated on me as goosebumps prickle my nervous 
skin. 


“I can’t stop myself,” he growls in my mind, causing my sex 
to ache and pulse and thrum with hungry energy. “Come 
here, Myla. You’re going to do whatever I tell you, aren’t 
you?” 


And then he leans across and rubs his thumb along my lips, 
making them tingle, pausing at the corner of my mouth 
before he leans forward and... 


I let my eyes fly open and the lesser darkness of my 
bedroom flood my vision. 


Stop being an idiot, I tell myself, trying to hammer away 
these wayward thoughts before they drive me insane. 


The next day, I’m standing outside the chimpanzee 
enclosure at the shelter where I volunteer, sweeping the 
pathway from where the adventurous animals have decided 
to start tossing their excrement. The sun blazes down and I 
have a smile on my face, my hair pulled tautly back in a 
tight ponytail. 


Even if the task is unglamorous, this is exactly where I 
belong, helping animals even in a minor way. 


One day, I hope, I'll be a qualified zoologist and have a 
shelter of my own, but for now... 


Sweep, sweep, sweep. 


I pause for a moment and look around the shelter, letting 
my eyes flit over the large open space cages, and then 
settle on Blake and Lively, named after the actress as they 
loll in their tire swings and throw bored glances my way. 
Still, it’s better than what they usually throw. 


“Not impressed with your handiwork?” I call over. 


I swear Lively grins before rolling over and tucking herself 
up for a nap. 


This shelter isn’t open to the public and its only purpose is 
to house animals who have suffered some kind of abuse, 
and every day I get to work here - even if it’s doing the 
dirtiest tasks - I just feel so much contentment and 
happiness whelming up inside of me. 


After sweeping and using gloves to deposit the ehem mess 
into a trash bag, I walk across the shelter toward the large 
rear bins, having to jump so that I can reach the lip of the 
unnecessarily tall container. I throw it in and then hold my 
breath against the reeking smell, turning and striding back 
across the shelter. 


Then my manager, Lacy, pokes her head out of the main 
office. She’s about forty with dyed pink hair and a 
confident, sassy way of holding herself I could only imagine 
possessing. 


A playful look tugs on her features as she eyes me, one 
eyebrow raised. 


“Uh, Myla?” she calls. 
“Yeah?” I say, wandering over. 


“T don’t know if I’m hallucinating, but I think Maddox 
Copper is here to see you. You know, the lead singer of 


Shadow’s Crow.” 


My mouth falls open and for a long moment I stare at her as 
though struck mute. 


“Sorry?” I say after a pause. “Maddox is here... to see me.” 


She nods, her pink bun bobbing. “That’s right,” she says. 
“He’s waiting in the main office.” 


“Maddox Copper is here to see me?” I say again. 


She giggles and shakes her head. “You can say it as many 
times as you want, girl, but it ain’t gonna stop from being 
true.” 


I’m still shaking my head as I peel off my gloves and walk 
through the office, painfully aware of my smell, wishing he’d 
come at the end of my shift after I’d showered and changed 
into fresh clothes. 


Why is he here? 
Is it something to do with Mom and Dad? 


My mind whirs with possibilities as I push the door open to 
find that, yes, Maddox Copper really is standing in the 
lobby, wearing a steel grey suit with his iron hair slicked to 
the side, an expensive watch glittering at his wrist, his 
tattoos just about visible beneath the band. 


His eyes narrow as he takes in the sight of me, sweaty and 
baggy, a wisp of hair coming loose from my ponytail and 
twirling around my head. 


I swallow. 


“Um, yes?” I say. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


M addox 


I feel the tension in my body get tighter as I drink in the 
sight of her, her pale blue uniform shirt doing nothing to 
hide the curves beneath, her breasts pushing against the 
fabric and begging me to palm them, to squeeze, to make 
her moan and scream for me. 


She wears thick chino type pants, working trousers, and 
they just drive me even wilder, because they leave so damn 
much to the imagination. I could peel them down slowly, 
revealing every inch of her flesh like a delicious meal I want 
to take my time with, and then slide my hand up the 
exposed skin to her panties and rub her sex, feel how wet 
she gets, see if it seeps through the material in vivid spots. 


Her hair is pulled back in a tame-the-wild ponytail, but a 
few strands have come loose, making me want to fist and 
free the rest of her blonde locks. 


And Jesus Christ, her smell, her primal fucking scent. 


Her sweat tinges the air, a just her scent, and I swear I can 
detect her pussy and her womb, her desire, all 


intermingling and making the base of my manhood throb in 
primal yearning. 


Um, yes? 


The words register but I barely hear them, I’m so caught up 
in devouring her with my eyes. 


“Hello, Myla,” I say, realizing as the words leave my mouth I 
didn’t plan what I was going to say. 


“Hello?” she says, making it a question as she crosses the 
room and pauses near the table I’m standing beside. 


She grips the back of an office style chair, her unpainted 
fingernails digging into the leather. 


There’s something intoxicating about her short, real 
fingernails. There’s no artifice at all, no attempt to trick or 
beguile me. My woman is all woman, all her, and it takes 
everything I have not to slam that door shut behind her and 
bend her over the table, to tear off those trousers and 
plunge my hot, wet cock into her pussy, and just fucking 
pound, pound her so that her voluptuous ass cheeks bounce 
against my abs. 


“T just wanted to come and say thank you for coming to the 
show last night,” I say, smoothly finding the words, but 
mostly still just allowing my mind to romp madly over the 
idea of taking her. 


And taking her hard. 


“Oh, that’s okay,” she says. “I mean, it was good to see Dad, 
well all of you, for the final show. I’ve seen videos. But being 
there is a different experience.” 


A subtle flush has crept up her neck and over her cheeks, 
making her red, as red as my passion firing on all cylinders 
in my body. 


I wonder if she knows, too, if she feels it on some level. 


If she wasn’t Lenard’s daughter, I’d already be slamming 
that door shut and exploring her full lips with mine, tasting 
her, sliding my hand up her thighs and squeezing her round 
ass cheeks. I imagine the sighing, shivering sound she’d 
make if I spanked her, lightly, playfully, and then lifted her 
onto the table and split her legs, exposing her sex, licking, 
nibbling. 


Making her come. 
Over and over. 
She’s my best friend’s daughter. 


That’s the only fact that holds me back, that stops me from 
taking her right now. 


But then, why am I here, officially? To thank her for coming 
to my show? Surely she can see through that? 


“How do you like working at the shelter?” I ask, moving 
closer, feeling the heat radiating from her body. 


Her lips twitch into a genuine smile and her pale blue eyes 
glint. “I love it. I really, really love it. I’m hoping to study 
zoology next year, but I’m taking a gap year, you know, 
working here and getting some experience. In fact, I’m 
actually hoping to have my own shelter one day.” 


She cuts off, an endearing giggle accompanying the smile. 


“But I’m sure you didn’t come here to hear all about my silly 
dreams.” 


“They’re not silly,” I say quickly, my voice with a savage 
twinge to it. “Not at all.” 


“So why...” 


She trails off and the flush spreads down her neck into the 
folds of her shirt. 


I’d love to follow that flush, to see if her pale breasts have 
turned red, to see if her nipples are the same vivid shade. 


Or if I could make them that shade by sucking them, 
massaging them, playing with them as though they’re 
already producing the life giving milk that’s going to feed 
every one of the children I pump into her fertile body. 


Why are you here? 
The unsaid question hangs between us. 


“I’m going to adopt a dog,” I say, as my mind throws up a 
reasonable explanation for my being here. 


I can’t yet make explicit the river of lava running beneath 
my skin, the passionate want I feel for this woman every 
time I let my eyes roam up and down her body, roaring at 
me to take her, to take her right fucking now. 


Lenard’s been my friend since we were kids in London, 
messing around in the damp, chilly shed, the idea that we’d 
ever grow to the size we did and sell out stadiums and 
arenas absurd to everybody but us eleven year old 
dreamers. 


And yet I know there’s a time where I'll have to tell Myla 
the truth. 


I almost want to roar it like a lion right now. 
I’m claiming you. You’re mine. Forever. 


“A dog?” she says, her face lighting up with maternal 
devotion, a look that cements what I knew the moment I 
laid eyes on her. 


She’s going to make an incredible mother. 


“T have a property in the Hills,” I tell her. “I’m thinking of 
spending more time in the States to work on the record 
label in a more hands on way. And what man can live 
without a faithful companion? I was hoping you’d come to 
the rescue shelter with me, since you know so much about 
animals.” 


Her eyes widen for a moment and for a second I think she 
knows what we have, what we’re going to have. 


Then the looks flits away as her lips twitch nervously. 


“Um, sure,” she says. “I’d be happy to do that. When do you 
want to go?” 


“When do you finish?” I ask. 
“In about three hours.” 
“Then I’ll pick you up in three hours,” I tell her. 


She nods, but I have to leave, walking out of the door and 
ducking my head so I don’t bump my head on the frame. My 
heart is thundering in my chest and my balls feel like two 
weighted stones in my underwear, my seed writhing around 
and trying to pump up my thick shaft and into her perfect 
fleshy folds. 


I swagger over to my custom Jaguar and press the button, 
the doors flipping up like wings. 


I climb inside, the seat as far back as it’ll go since these 
beasts aren’t exactly made for giant men, and then grip the 
steering wheel, my knuckles turning white as the sun blares 
down the same bone white color. 


But nothing is as hot as the passion flaring inside me for 
Myla, as my mind goes over and over how stunning she 
looked in her shelter uniform. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


I emerge from the small shower in the shelter offices and 
walk to my locker, a towel wrapped around my body and the 
smell of shampoo and soap filling the air. 


I quickly rub the towel over my body, trying and failing not 
to imagine that it’s Maddox’s hands instead, caressing, 
exploring every inch of me. 


I let my hand stray to my throat, to the necklace Aaron 
stole, the necklace Mom gave me on my twelfth birthday 
after explaining how her mother had given it to her, how it 
held all the love and sentimental value her deceased 
mother could no longer provide. 


And I lost it. 
Because I was gullible. 


Because I let myself believe that I wasn’t just the silly easy- 
to-ignore girl stalking silently through the high school 
corridors. 


At least now I have a reason why Maddox would ever glance 
my way more than once. He wants me to help him choose a 
dog, which makes complete sense. Of course it has nothing 
to do with some made up chemistry, some electric want. 


After drying myself off, I pull on the summer dress I now 
regret packing, because it hugs too tightly to my body and 
reveals too much thigh, and I just know that Maddox is 
going to find it off putting. 


As I walk out of the shelter and onto the street, I expect to 
see the parking lot empty except for Lacy’s Volkswagen, but 
then I spot the Jaguar, ice blue with the doors flipped up, 
Maddox leaning against it like the cover of a freaking 
magazine. 


Something urgent pulses through me, the desire to throw 
myself at him and taste him, and have him taste me, so 
overpowering I almost cave into it right here, just run at 
him and see what happens. 


But nothing would happen, because I’m not some stick-thin 
groupie. 


I haven’t got the experience he’s probably used to. 


I’m the silly girl who falls for silly tricks and I need to 
remember that. 


“Myla,” he says, pushing away from the car. 


His eyes roam over my body, pausing at my legs, and I 
swallow a ball of anxiety as I quickly walk around the car to 
put something solid between us. 


“Shall we get going?” I ask, avoiding his eyes, my cheeks 
flaming traitorously crimson. 


“Sure,” he says, voice deep and husky just like onstage. He 
climbs into the car and I feel it shift under his impressive 


weight. “I don’t want to keep my new companion waiting.” 


For a blissful, absurd second, I think, he means me. I’m the 
new companion. 


But of course he means the dog. 
I really need to calm the heck down right now. 


He starts the engine with a swipe of his thumb against a 
futuristic pad and the car rumbles to life, a growling beast 
of a machine that reminds me of the way Maddox looked on 
stage, chest heaving, muscles pulsing. 


I know that any other man would make a comment about 
how fancy his car is, a subtle financial flex, but Maddox just 
takes it as a matter of course, backing the Jaguar out 
glidingly and turning it around. 


He takes us toward the highway as the sun still hangs a few 
notches above the horizon, a white penny casting a 
cloudless glow over the rain starved city. 


I finished my shift at five o’clock, so I’m assuming there are 
a few shelters still open. 


After all, don’t nine-to-fivers need to adopt pets, too? 


But there’s still this voice niggling in my mind, this invasive 
hateful voice that tells me Maddox is taking me to the 
battleground of some warped trick, a place he’s going to 
humiliate me, make fun of me, make me hate myself even 
more than the jock-lord Aaron did. 


“Myla, are you okay?” he asks, glancing at me briefly as we 
come to a stop beside a red light just off the exit ramp. 


“Um, yeah,” I mutter. 


“You never have to do anything you don’t want to,” he says, 
voice deep, infused with sudden intensity. “Not when I’m 


around.” 


A thrill moves through me and tingles prick my skin. What 
the heck does that even mean? 


Not when he’s around? 
But who is he, to me, really? 


“T guess you’re a really good friend of the family,” I mutter, 
wringing my sweat flecked hands together, achingly aware 
of the closeness of his hulking form, his head bent over 
Slightly in the car seat. 


“Hmm,” he mutters in a low animalistic growl, non 
committing. 


The idea that I’ve said something wrong needles me as we 
continue to glide. 


Finally after some steely silence Maddox pulls us into the 
parking lot of Protecting Paws Dog Shelter, the sign a faded 
paw image and the double doors thrown open to the sun. 
From within, the sounds of yapping drift over to us, 
intermingling in the air, with a deeper, huskier bark 
underneath it. 


“He sounds like you,” I say before I can think to stop myself. 
“The deep one. All angry and intimidating.” 


He smirks and turns his glinting, serious eyes to me. 


“Is that how I sound, eh?” he says, a joking tone 
undercutting his voice. His British accent sounds so 
freaking strong right now. “A big dog?” 


“Yep,” I say, finding an odd strand of courage from 
someplace. “A big angry dog.” 


He shrugs his massive shoulders, the iron gray suit clinging 
tightly. “I guess there are worse things to be called. Come 


on, Myla. It’s time you put your animal expertise to work.” 
“Tm not an expert.” 
“Yet, Miss Zoologist.” 


A flush spreads across my skin as the compliment infuses 
me and then the doors flip open wing-style and we both 
step out. I can’t help but feel a tingle drift over my skin as 
we head toward the entrance, Maddox’s eyes roaming over 
my fluttering summer dress. 


Of course fate or some trickster in the sky chooses now to 
send a gust of wind through the lot, giving Maddox an even 
more gross-out glimpse of my thighs. 


I tug on the hem of the skirt and pull it down, almost 
apologizing. 


Maddox’s features are pulled tightly across his face, his lips 
a flat line, his eyes fixated on me in something like godly 
fury. For a moment I imagine him grabbing my shoulders 
and hauling me off my feet, whispering in my ear, “Let me 
see the rest of those fucking legs. Now.” 


And then he’d push my panties aside and explore my 
wetness. 


But no, of course not, because that’s just the silly dream of 
a silly girl. 


Time to start living in reality, Myla. 


We walk into the shelter, Maddox must’ve called ahead of 
time, because we just walk right through reception and to 
the cages at the back. My heart cracks and almost shatters 
when I see the dogs locked in their cages, some of them 
with patchy fur, others shivering in corners. 


“Poor bastards,” Maddox mutters. “I’ll give one of them a 
good life, though. I’ve got a property here with a full time 
butler, and Kenneth loves dogs. And even when I’m not 
around, I’ll pay the best dog-sitter in the whole damn city. 
The best food, the best toys, the best medical care, 
whatever it needs.” 


We walk among the cages, my heart thundering in the small 
space. The walkway is narrow and at several points he 
brushes almost right up against me, his muscles rock hard 
through the fabric of his suit. I feel my nipples pricking and 
screaming for another touch, a more serious one, for his 
hands to grip and tease and play with me. 


I’m glad we have the dogs to focus on, not that I’d ever 
make a move on him. 


I don’t even know how to make a move. 
I never learned. 


“Look at you, brave soldier,” Maddox says, kneeling down at 
the end of the row of cages and looking at a patchy, frail 
looking Jack Russel. In places, his skin shines through, and 
his eyes have that haunted don’t-hit-me-look. Maddox puts 
his hand against the cage. “Come here, boy.” 


The dog huddles at the rear of the cage, but then after 
Maddox keeps coaxing him with soft, husky words, he pads 
across the concrete and starts nuzzling his fingers through 
the interlaced metal. 


He whines softly as he turns his head this way and that. 
“This one,” Maddox says. “What do you think, Myla?” 


“He’ll need extra care,” I mutter. “He looks in a really bad 
state.” 


“If I have to spend half a million giving this dog a good life, 
then Ill do it. Look at him. The poor bugger deserves it.” 


A giggle escapes me before I can stop it. 


I clamp my hand over my mouth, shaking my head, but 
somebody must’ve slipped me laughing pills because 
another one yaps through my fingers. 


“What is it?” Maddox says, his lips twitching slightly. 


“Pm sorry,” I say, taking a breath and forcing a calm to 
move over me. “It’s just when you said bugger, you sounded 
like the most British man I’d ever heard in my life.” 


“Hey, LA girl,” Maddox chuckles deeply, rising to his feet 
and drifting close to me, so close I can smell his cologne 
and, under that, his just Maddox smell, sweat and man and 
something even more primal. “Every time you open your 
mouth, you sound like the ditsiest Valley Girl I’ve ever met.” 


“That is not true,” I laugh, lifting my hand to mock-slap him. 


We’re interrupted when the shelter manager opens the 
rear door, a short red haired man with a deep red patch of 
sunburn spreading from cheek to cheek across his nose. 


“Any luck?” he asks. 

I drop my hand, mortified by the moment. 
I got carried away. 

I was about to slap Maddox Copper. 


“Yes,” Maddox says, gesturing down at the Jack Russel. “TIl 
take this little guy.” 


Much later after building the dog a little makeshift home 
and introducing him to Kenneth the butler, after arranging 
for a dog sitter and getting him comfortable in the house, 
Maddox and I are heading through the wide open marble 
foyer of his mansion to the eight foot tall front door. 


My mind feels light and airy when I think about how 
Maddox and I sat on either side of the dog, stroking him 
and speaking calm, soothing words to make him as relaxed 
as possible, when I remember the way I laughed and 
Maddox watched approvingly when he began to run around 
Maddox’s large, luscious yard. 


And all the while, I’ve been waiting, a ticking clock in my 
mind. 


Soon, soon, it’s going to turn nasty. 


He’ll reveal his hand, the real purpose for picking me up, 
the butt of the joke that I most likely am. 


My hand strays to my neck in search of the phantom 
necklace as Maddox pauses near the door, turning to me 
and blocking it with his goliath’s build. 


His square jaw is tight as he gazes down at me, his hair 
swept across his forehead from where Tyson leapt up on 
him and started licking his face. 


“Is something wrong?” I ask, my voice small, almost like a 
mouse’s squeak. 


“Wrong?” he growls, his voice large and domineering and 
echoing in the cavernous foyer. 


Tyson and the butler are at the far rear of the house, and in 
a mansion this size, it feels like we’re alone. 


Completely alone. 


“Yes,” he says, nodding slowly. “Something’s wrong, Myla. 
Something’s very, very fucking wrong.” 


Here we go. 


My heart gallops ahead like a stampede and sweat slides 
down my spine, tickling uncomfortably. I sigh and try to 


prepare myself for whatever sucker punch he’s going to hit 
me with. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


M addox 


My body feels like a bomb that’s ready to go off, every part 
of me thrumming and infused with an energy that’s killing 
me to hold back. 


I’ve tried telling myself that I need to talk to Lenard first, 
that I can’t betray my oldest friend like this, but seeing her 
in that summer dress fucking hell, the way it falls over her 
curvaceous landscape, it’s driving me to carnal hunger. 


I saw the way she was with Tyson, patient and loving, just 
like I knew the woman who’d take my seed would be. 


She’s a maternal instinct wrapped in the sinful skin of a 
sexy goddess, her breasts lifting the fabric of the dress, 
revealing tempting slices of thigh that make me want to 
squeeze so that her skin turns slightly red, so that her lips 
part and she lets out singsong moans. 


“Something’s been wrong all day,” I go on, even now having 
to hold my hands at my sides in tight fists to stop from 
running them through her cornfield hair, bright in the 


setting sun that filters through the window above the door. 
“And it’s you, Myla. And me.” 


“What?” she whispers, her lips trembling. 


I can’t hold myself back anymore, my manhood a solid rod 
in my pants, my body pounding and roaring at me to take 
her, to take her now. 


I surge forward so that I’m pressed right up against her, 
her breasts pushing and squashing against me. 


“Pm claiming you, Myla,” I growl, leaning down to speak 
right into her ear, letting my breath move through her. 
“When I saw you at the concert, I knew I had to have you. 
I’ve always known I’d recognize the woman of my dreams, 
and it’s you. It can only be you. You’re the sexiest woman 
I’ve ever laid my eyes on. I'll die if I don’t get to taste you, to 
plunge deep and put my seed in your waiting womb. Do you 
understand me, Myla? You’re mine. And I’m done holding 
myself back.” 


I grab her shoulders and she makes a shivering, 
intoxicating whimpering sound as I guide my lips to hers. 


She sucks in a shimmering breath that I catch with a kiss, 
and then she lets out a muffled moan that does strange 
things to my insides, my manhood twitching like a snake 
ready to shoot its venom. 


I smooth my hands down her back and pull her closer to 
me, willing her body to melt hotly into mine, feeling how 
hard her nipples go and how her body vibrates subtly 
against mine, as though she too is trying to hold back an 
eruption. 


Our tongues clash and dance together, her greedy little 
mouth begging for more, opening wider as I push deeper 


inside of her, feeling like I can taste her womb in her mouth, 
in the swirling patterns she makes with her tongue. 


I break it off, holding my face so close our noses touch. 


“Pm taking you to my bedroom,” I growl. “I want to be 
honorable. But when it comes to you, Myla, I’m a fucking 
animal.” 


“T can’t believe this is happening,” she whispers. She slides 
her hands up my body and clasps my face, something 
almost like panic flitting across her vision. “Tell me, 
Maddox, tell me this isn’t a trick.” 


“A... trick?” I mutter, confusion thrumming through me. “No, 
Myla. I’ll never trick you. Don’t you understand? I’m 
claiming you. Forever. You’re mine now. You belong to me. 
Say it, Myla. I just know it’s going to make me rock-fucking- 
solid when you Say it.” 


She licks her lips and then smiles slightly. “I’m yours, 
Maddox. Oh, God, I belong to you. Does that mean...” 


“What?” I urge, when she trails off, a note of shyness in her 
final syllable. 


“Does that mean you belong to me, too?” she says, letting 
out a breath as though the question costs her. 


“Of course,” I tell her firmly. “Forever. Now, get that perfect 
body upstairs. I need to taste your pussy. I need to taste 
how hot and wet it is. I need to tongue your pink fucking 
hole and taste your juices squirting all over my mouth.” 


Her eyes widen to saucers and she bites her bottom lip in a 
way that makes me want to just bend her over right here in 
the doorway, shove my face up her skirt and plunge my 
tongue deep inside of her. 


And I would if it were not for Kenneth and the dog being in 
the house. 


“Come on,” I say, taking her hand in mine. “ Let’s go.” 


I lead her up the double gold railed staircase and down the 
wide hallway to the room at the end with the tall oak door. I 
push it open and guide her past the bar and the antique 
record player to the four-poster bed, and then run back and 
shut and lock the door, because I don’t want anybody 
interrupting us now. 


I return to the bed to find her lying on the silk sheets, still 
biting her lower lip, looking up at me with that same saucer 
wide eyes. 


“T can’t believe this is happening,” she whimpers. 


“Well, believe it,” I growl. “Because there’s nothing that 
could stop me from tasting you now, Myla. Open your legs 
for me.” 


“Like this?” she whispers, parting her thighs so that her 
light fabric skirt falls down to her hips, revealing her pale 
blue panties. 


Jesus, they’re already spotted with wetness, and I can tell 
how excited she is from the way her legs writhe, from the 
way her mouth makes an O shape and my horny princess 
can’t stop biting her lip. 


“Yes,” I growl. “Exactly like that.” 


I crawl onto the bed like a stalking big cat and slide my 
hands up her thighs, savoring the feeling of her sweat 
tinged flesh, and then grip her panties and pull them away. 


She closes her legs briefly so that I can toss them to the 
floor, and then I part her legs. 


Her pussy makes me want to roar like a conquering Viking. 


Her pink hole is already wet, glistening, and her clit looks 
red and enflamed from how badly she wants the carnal 
release that thrums in an answering call within me. 


I bring my mouth to her pussy and open it wide, tasting her, 
drinking in the tanginess of her. 


I move my tongue around her hole and then up to her clit, 
circling it as I growl deeply, making out with her pussy, my 
manhood getting even harder when she starts to moan, 
tentative at first but then wilder, more carefree, letting her 
moans fly like arrows around the room. 


I slide my hands between her ass and the silk sheets and 
grip her cheeks, palming her round, full flesh as I lick her 
clit harder, faster, closing my eyes like a sommelier so I can 
properly appreciate the mixture of tastes her perfect pussy 
offers. 


I push her ass cheeks together and pull her toward me, 
consuming her with my mouth now, kissing, nibbling, licking 
so fast it must feel like a flaming whip is attacking her 
pussy. 


Her crying moans tell me she likes it, she wants more, 
more. 


“Come for me,” I growl, breaking off just for a moment. 
“Come all over my mouth. I want to taste you. I want to 
taste your womb and feel how eager and ready you are for 
my seed. Come for me, Myla, my perfect princess.” 


I besiege her pussy with a vengeance, her moans getting 
more strangled as she struggles to control herself, her 
scent getting deeper and more delectable, her taste getting 
even more beautifully tangy. 


She begins to twitch her hips in time with my tongue 
strokes, gasping and almost twerking against my mouth. 


Then, for a few moments, everything pauses. 


She tears at the sheets with frantic hands as her gasps 
become muted, as if she’s struggling for breath, as if she’s 
so caught up in the moment she can hardly take it. 


“Yes, yes, yes,” she gushes finally, and a whole waterfall of 
juices cover my tongue and lips. 


I push my face closer, opening my mouth as wide as I can 
and gulping audibly so that I can drink down every precious 
drop of her sex-fueled elixir. 


We stay like that for a while, Myla gasping as she lets her 
head fall back and tries to suck fresh oxygen into her lungs. 


But then she sits up and wiggles down the bed, an odd hard 
to read look flitting across her expression. 


“Jeez, Maddox,” she whispers. “That was... amazing. But I 
can’t do anything else, not tonight. I’m sorry but I just 
can’t.” 


Uncertainty crashes into me as she slides off the bed and 
reaches for her underwear, pulling them on and then 
looking around for her shoes, which she kicked off in the 
midst of her pleasure. 


“What’s wrong?” I growl, standing up and facing her. “Talk 
to me, Myla.” 


“Pm not what you think I am,” she says. “I can’t... I can’t 
satisfy you the way you just satisfied me, okay? I’m not that 
sort of girl. I’m not skilled like that.” 


She unlocks the door and begins walking down the hallway, 
her arms hugged around herself, and something snaps in 


me, something feral, seeing her like that. 


I want to find whoever instilled that nervousness in her and 
smash their face into a mulchy mess. 


“Myla?” I say, following her as she walks down the gold 
railed staircase, as she heads for the giant door of my 
mansion. “You’re mine and I’m yours. Ill never force you. 
Pll never pressure you. But I want you to be honest with 
me.” 


“I’m a virgin,” she explodes, spinning on me and 
gesticulating wildly. “Just ... I know, I know. This changes 
everything. This changes the way you see me. I get it. Jeez, 
maybe I shouldn’t have even let this go as far as it did. I’m 
sorry, Maddox. Okay? I’m sorry. But just let me go, please. 
You said you’d never pressure me? Just let me go and don’t 
follow me. I don’t want to have to disappoint you.” 


She throws the door open and walks down the driveway, the 
setting sun throwing soft light across the garden, her phone 
already in her hand, taken from a small pocket in the dress 
as she heads for the gate. 


She’s already arranging an Uber, I guess, a car to take her 
from my life. 


She’s a virgin. 
She’s right. 


This changes so much. 


CHAPTER SIX 


The next morning, Saturday, I get up and go into the yard, 
spending some time weeding and tending to the garden, 
letting the sun prick at my skin and cause sweat to slide all 
over my body. 


Mom and Dad are inside, Dad blaring music from the 
bathroom as he takes a shower and Mom preparing a large, 
Saturday morning breakfast in the kitchen. She calls it a 
full english, sausage, bacon, eggs, hash browns, black 
pudding, beans, and fried toast, it’s Dad’s favorite. And, I 
have to admit, it is pretty freaking tasty. 


It’s good to be out in the sun, to let it wash over me and 
spark me into wakefulness. Last night, no matter how hard 
I closed my eyes or how many times I tossed and turned, 
sleep wouldn’t come. 


Instead, phantom sensations rose on my skin as I relived 
what Maddox and I did, and in the really early hours of this 
morning, when the sky turned pink and looked eerie, I 
struggled to believe it had happened. 


I remembered the way his tongue had felt on my sex, 
making patterns against my most intimate place in ways I 
had never experienced before, the orgasm erupting from 
inside of me like a bright white flare, blinding me to 
everything else except that moment, that feeling. 


But then, maybe inevitably, I came crashing back down to 
reality and the truth of what we’d done smacked into me 
like a punch to the gut. 


I knew that Maddox would now want more, groupie style 
stuff, for me to take the reins and become some 
nymphomaniac who knew how to work him expertly. 


And my heart just started to thud like it was going to break 
my ribcage when I thought about how disappointed he’d 
look, his face twisted as I fumbled and awkwardly made my 
way through the sex, and maybe I’d get so freaking nervous 
that I’d just clam up, just lock up like a human chastity belt. 


I grab a particularly stubborn weed and pull with a huff, 
part of me wishing I could turn back time and return to that 
moment, that I could leap at him and grind my body against 
his, feel how hard he was, maybe even sink to my knees and 
suck my fresh juices from his engorged manhood. 


I sigh and turn my face up to the sun, eyes closed. 


I let out a squeal when something leaps at my back and 
causes me to almost fall face first in the dirt. 


“Tyson,” a voice cuts across our large garden, reaching me 
all the way at the rear. 


I open my eyes and spin to find the lively Jack Russel all 
licking tongue and big eyes as he leaps around, full of 
energy in a way I could hardly have dreamed of yesterday. 


His tail wags a million miles a minute as Maddox comes 
striding over, his body an impressive bulk in his dark shirt, 
the sleeves rolled up, his body tapered into a V-shape as his 
shirt tucks into the tight muscled waist of his steel colored 
pants. 


I stroke Tyson behind the ears, looking up at Maddox, 
finding it hard to meet his gaze as his eyes sear into me. 


Judging, judging. 


I just know he’s picking me apart with vicious thoughts, 
regretting the moment he ever said he was claiming me, 
because he thought he was claiming something completely 
different, not the shy girl who’s never even been with 
anybody before. 


I feel dirt clinging to my hands and spattering my body as I 
rise to my feet in my shorts and baggy t-shirt. 


I’m not wearing a bra, and I feel my nipples pricking and 
poking through the fabric, Maddox’s eyes flitting to them 
with something like hunger in his expression. 


Is it possible? 
Does he still want me? 


“Hello, Myla,” he says, as Tyson begins to run a circuit of 
the garden, sniffing everything. 


“Um, hey,” I mutter, looking past him at the house, but the 
shower is still blaring music and Mom is still frying up a 
tasty storm in the kitchen. “What’re you doing here?” 


He smirks. “What do you think? I’m here to see you. I need 
to tell you something.” 


Here it comes. Sucker Punch Central. 


He moves closer, but keeps a sizzling distance between us 
as he pauses and lets his eyes roam over me. 


“I wanted to respect your desire to give you space, but you 
need to know this, Myla. I’m so goddamn happy that you’re 
a virgin. The idea that I get to claim you, truly claim you, as 
mine for the very first time has been driving me insane all 
damn night. I hardly slept thinking about how incredible it 
will be, plunging my seed into your virgin womb.” 


My body thrums at his words, my womb doing a backflip of 
celebration and sending surging tendrils of confusing 
warmth through me. 


And then it morphs, and it’s not confusing anymore, just fire 
hot and eager. 


“Are you serious?” I whisper. 


“Deadly,” Maddox growls. “That’s another reason I came 
here. I want to tell your father what we have, the children 
we’re going to have. I don’t want to sneak in the shadows 
and—” 


“No,” I gasp, another thunderous stampede claiming my 
heart. “I get it, Maddox. I really do. I know you don’t want 
to sneak around. I don’t, either, but we can’t tell him, not 
yet...” 


“When, then?” Maddox whispers, his eyes searching mine, 
making me tingly and hot and full of burning want. 


Until I know this isn’t a trick. Until I know I’m not going to 
be humiliated again. 


“Please?” I whisper, the space between us feeling like a 
stabbing pain. I want to close it and sink with sizzling 
pleasure into his arms, to feel the certain touch of his hands 
on me. “Let’s just wait a little while.” 


“T don’t like going behind his back,” Maddox says. “My plan 
was to tell him right away, right after I told you I’m still 
claiming you, that nothing - nothing - could change that 
fact.” 


“T know,” I whisper urgently. “But it’s a lot for me, you 
know? Just do this one thing for me. Please?” 


My mind surges back to Aaron and the so-called certainty I 
felt then, the way he reeled me in, a helpless, stupid fish on 
a hook, and the way I floundered on deck as the realization 
that I’d been duped slapped into me. 


I don’t think this is the same. 


I feel something for Maddox I’ve never felt for anyone, a 
singing in my womb, a rioting contentment moving through 
my body, but how can I be sure? 


Maddox heaves a sigh, but then a smirk touches his lips and 
he leans ever-so-slightly forward. 


“You have to do something for me, then,” he growls. 
“What?” I whisper. 


“Come to dinner with me tonight,” he says. “Let me treat 
you like the queen you are. But just know this, Myla. I don’t 
know if I’ll be able to hold myself back. I can still taste you. 
It’s driving me insane. I Jove that you’re a virgin and I need 
to take it further.” 


“T want that,” I whisper, my lips tingling, both sets of lips 
like frenetic wildfire. “I’ll come to dinner. Of course I will, 
Maddox. This changes everything. Just...” 


My hand snakes to my throat, where the necklace once was, 
my most prized possession. My skin writhes uncomfortably 
when I remember how I shamed myself, the embarrassing 
way I contorted my body, the stupid, pathetic hope in my 


mind that I was one of the cool girls, the chosen girls, one 
of those special few who gets the lavishing attention of jock 
assholes. 


And now, in hindsight, I don’t even want that attention. 


Compared to the manly dominance of Maddox Copper, it’s 
like the yapping of a newborn pup. 


“Just what?” Maddox growls. 
Just don’t break my heart. 


But my words are cut off when Mom strides from the back 
door, waving over to us. 


“Breakfast is ready,” she calls. “Maddox, you have to stay. 
I’ve cooked enough for ten.” 


I stare at Mom in her flowing summer dress, her hair tied 
up, her eyes narrowed as she stares across the garden at 
us. I explore her face as I approach the house, looking for 
any sign that she detects this is anything other than 
innocent friend-of-the-family talk. 


But if she suspects, I can’t read it, and minutes later the 
four of us are crowded around the table tucking into a 
breakfast that tastes like it’s sent from heaven. 


“Nothing like a full english, eh, Maddox?” Dad grins, 
forking half a sausage. “Really brings me back to when we 
were kids.” 


And that just brings it all crashing down, how complicated 
this is, how tangled and messy. 


And yet I know one thing. 


Secret or not, there’s nothing in the world that would stop 
me from going on a date with Maddox tonight. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


M addox 


I sit in the upper rear booth in the restaurant, the candle 
flickering on the table even as the large windows let in 
swathes of late evening Californian sunlight. I think about 
Tyson, briefly, back at the house with Kenneth and his wife, 
and then my mind skirts back to earlier today, the garden 
with Myla. 


The idea of keeping our blooming desire a secret from 
Lenard doesn’t cause a fireworks display of satisfaction to 
explode in my chest. It doesn’t make me want to jump up 
and down in excitement and punch the air, and yet I can 
read Myla, read her better than I’ve ever been able to read 
anyone - even myself - and I saw the panic thrumming 
through her touch-me-now body. 


So, for now, lIl seal my lips and focus instead on my queen, 
the lady who right this second is being led across the 
restaurant by the host, skirting the glittering tables and 
sconce lights. 


I feel something primal rushing throughout my body, as 
though all my ancestors are trying to break through the 
film of time and tell me to claim this woman, this fertile 
queen, right this second. 


Dinner be damned. 
Society be damned. 
Pretense be damned. 


But the truth is I want to revel in the closeness of the 
dinner, too, before exploring every delicious inch of her 
body. 


I stand up and give a short bow, not usually the sort of thing 
I’d do, but in this moment, with this woman, it seems right. 


A smile touches Myla’s lips as I walk around the table to pull 
her chair out, her body doing mind-bending things to my 
manhood as my gaze takes her in with greedy eyes. 


She’s wearing a glittery golden shirt with a teasing hint of 
cleavage on display, and her bottom is covered with a yellow 
skirt, cut just above the knee, driving me almost to animal 
wildness as I imagine fisting the fabric and yanking it 
upward, revealing those panties, fuck, those panties that 
were already spotted with her wet juices last time. 


“You look incredible,” I tell her as I inch her chair forward 
and then walk around the table to my seat, glad that the 
waiter has had the tact to retreat into the background until 
we’re ready to order. 


“Thanks,” she mutters, biting her bottom lip, her eyes 
flitting around the restaurant. “I was so freaking nervous 
walking in here. I thought I was going to get absolutely 
mobbed by paparazzi. I mean, I remember them hitting 


Dad over the years, but it always got crazier when you 
visited, Maddox.” 


A blush touches her cheeks, her words flying as though a 
spell has been cast on her. 


My chest gets tight in longing as her cuteness almost 
overwhelms me, as the phrase the whole package bounces 
around my mind. 


She’s everything I could ever ask for. 


“You look beautiful,” I tell her firmly. “And if a paparazzi 
vulture stepped foot in here, I’d shove his camera down his 
throat. No, tonight is just for us.” 


n 


“Pm glad. And I guess...” she hesitates, but then pushes 
forward. “I guess you never knew that the dorky girl 
reading her wildlife books upstairs had a major crush on 
you, huh?” 


I smirk, leaning forward. 


“Are you Saying things to flatter me, Myla? Because I’m not 
that sort of bloke.” 


She giggles. “One, you are that sort of bloke if yesterday is 
anything to go by. And two, I’d never flatter you, Maddox. 
Because I think the about a gazillion groupies who must’ve 
thrown themselves at you over the years have done that 
enough.” 


“T don’t want them,” I tell her with metal conviction. “I want 
you. Always. Just you. You could line up all the supermodels 
in the world and trot them in here, one by one or all 
together for all I cared, and I’d pick you every time. That’s 
what we have, Myla. That’s how beautiful you are.” 


Her mouth falls open and her eyebrows twitch upwards as 
though she’s struggling to work out a difficult sum. 


“Jeez, Maddox,” she whispers. “I sort of don’t know what to 
say to that.” 


“Say you’re ready to order,” I say, with a deep chuckle. 
“Because I’m starving.” 


She laughs again, a high pitched, welcome sound. 


And then we order starters, mains, and desserts, even when 
Myla gives me a look as we scan the dessert menu. 


I read the tics of her face, scanning the quirk of her lips, a 
silent communication I’d always assumed only long married 
couples shared. 


But it passes between us seamlessly. 


It’s like she’s saying, I shouldn’t get dessert. I don’t deserve 
it. I’m curvy enough as it is. 


So I give her a stern-as-hell look right back that says, You 
better get dessert, Myla. You'll never be too curvy for me. 


Her lip twitches and we both order, and then the waiter 
brings our drinks and disappears. 


“Was I going crazy just now or did we just totally have a 
telepathic conversation?” she whispers. 


“Maybe you're crazy,” I tease. “But not about that.” 
“How’s Tyson?” she asks. 


“Good,” I tell her. “I took him for a run in the park just 
before coming here. He’s full of energy, ready to take on the 
world.” 


Myla tilts her head at me as a pause lengthens between us, 
classical music playing in the background, and I just smirk 
at her. 


It’s strange, the way we gaze at each other, as though 
devouring each other silently. And then she laughs and I 
chuckle in a husky deep voiced tenor. 


“What’s gotten into you, eh?” I ask. 


“I’m just happy,” she smiles. “And confused, I guess. 
Because I’m having dinner with Maddox Copper, but you 
don’t feel like you did when I was a kid, like this crazy, big 
celebrity, or even like Dad’s friend. You feel like...” 


“Say it,” I urge, sensing her words, almost finishing the 
sentence for her. 


“Mine,” she murmurs breathily. 


“That’s because I am,” I growl, reaching across the table 
and taking her hand in mine. “It’s funny, Myla. I haven’t 
watched a lot of rom-coms in my forty-two years—” 


“Really?” she gushes sarcastically. “You surprise me, 
Maddox.” 


I give her hand a squeeze. “But I always thought the idea of 
feeling that, whatever that was, so quickly was absurd. But 
with you, goddamn, with you it just makes sense.” 


“But didn’t you say you’d always know your woman the 
second you saw her?” 


“Yes,” I say. “But I just thought I’d know the mother of my 
children, the woman who’d carry my offspring. I didn’t 
necessarily think there’d be this, shit, I don’t know...” 


I shake my head, growling out a sigh. 


“All those years writing lyrics, and now I can’t find the 
words.” 


“Spark?” she offers, licking her lips as though tasting the 
words. 


“Yes,” I growl. “Spark.” 


“T didn’t think it was possible, either,” she says. “But it’s like 
this thing inside of me, Maddox. I don’t know how to explain 
it.” 


“It’s your womb,” I tell her. “It’s your body getting ready for 
all the children I’m going to put inside of you.” 


“So wait a second,” she says, her sassiness shining through 
her nerves, her smile as wide as her eyes, alert and so full 
of life I could flip the table and grab her right now. “I’m 
totally on board for the bear your children thing. One 
hundred percent. I want it just as badly as you. But exactly 
how many children are we talking about here?” 


“Oh, I don’t know,” I say, smirking up a storm. “I was 
thinking two or three-” 


“That’s all?” 
“A dozen,” I say. 


She rolls her eyes, letting off a peal of laughter that’s so 
much sweeter than the music and the restaurant sounds. 


Our conversation is interrupted when our starters are 
brought, the waiter laying down the silver platters and 
lifting them in a thick-aired waft of hot steam, the vapor 
shifting and then disappearing to reveal our selection of 
skewered meats, which we’d both ordered without even 
discussing it. 


“I bet you’re going to be completely turned off when you 
see me slam these back,” Myla mutters. 


“Are you joking?” I scowl. “I love how curvy you are, and I 
love the fact that you enjoy food. I really don’t like being 
around people who sit there nibbling a salad, making me 


feel like a jackass when I tuck into my steak or crisps or 
whatever else I happen to be chowing down on.” 


“Crisps?” Myla says, narrowing her eyes as though in 
supreme confusion. “I’m afraid I’ve never heard of these 
crisps before.” 


“Oh, I’m sorry,” I mutter. “I guess I meant chips of potato or 
whatever you guys call them.” 


We tuck into the food and our conversation goes on, both of 
us laughing, and laughing, and bloody laughing, and the 
more we eat and the more we talk the harder it gets for me 
to believe that I ever didn’t know this woman. Of course, I 
knew her in a cursory way when she was a kid, but that’s 
not what I’m talking about. 


I mean this all-grown-up woman, this intoxicating song of 
desire and wit and shyness and just-mine attraction that 
causes a feral strand of yearning to run beneath every 
breath of our conversation. 


“Myla,” I tell her once the mains are being brought over. 
“After dinner, I’m taking you to a hotel. I can’t hold myself 
back anymore. Can you?” 


“No,” she whimpers, gripping the edge of the table, her 
eyes biting into me with vivacious want. “I want you, 
Maddox, just as badly as you want me.” 


I smirk. 
And then I get serious. 


“That’s impossible, Myla. Nobody’s ever wanted anything as 
badly as I need you.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


An overwhelming sense of lust grips me as we enter the 
plush hotel suite, the faux-fur rugs spread out like a 
warlord’s palace, the tall cabinets holding glittering 
ornaments, the floor to ceiling windows looking down upon 
the glittering city as a thousand lights shine. 


I want to spin on Maddox and leap at him, let his hands 
roam over me and just sink into the moment, let the past 
drift away and become vapor and just vanish into nothing. 


Memories of the dinner are already becoming sweet in my 
mind, the way Maddox smirked and laughed deeply, his 
voice carrying the same way it does on stage, the way we 
bantered about our children and the thrum it sent through 
my body, my womb. 


And yet as I walk to the window and look down at the city, I 
can’t help but let my hand stray to my bare throat, my mind 
catapulting into the past and projecting painfully into the 
future. 


Vicious questions rise in my mind. 


Is this a trick? 
Is he secretly making fun of me? 


I even create this whole paranoid story in my mind about 
how this is a reality show, and any second cameras are 
going to emerge from the corridors on the shoulders of 
burly, bored TV workers. 


“Why do you keep doing that?” Maddox asks, a surprising 
strong softness to his voice, like a lion who could roar loud 
enough to shatter eardrums if he wanted, but is choosing to 
keep his ferocious growl quiet for now. 


He moves up behind me and wraps his arms around me, 
pressing his body against mine. 


I feel him, all of him, tensed and ready. 


Yet instead of mauling me, he leans down and whispers 
close to my ear, sultry and intimate. 


“Why do you keep touching a necklace that isn’t there, 
Myla?” 


“Um, what?” I say, feigning a look of confusion. 


He looks up and catches my eye in the dark reflection of the 
window. My eyes refocus from the lights of the city and 
meet his gaze, and then I turn my face away, because I 
know he can see that I’m lying. 


“Tt’s nothing,” I murmur. 
“It’s something,” he tells me. 


He steps back and takes my shoulders, turning me firmly so 
that we’re staring at each other. 


“Tell me, Myla. You never have to be afraid with me. You 
never have to be ashamed. I know you want this as badly as 


I do. I can see that just by looking at you. But something’s 
holding you back, and I’ve got a hunch it has something to 
do with the way you keep touching your neck. So, either I’m 
completely insane or I’m right. Which is it?” 


“Both,” I tease, giving him a shove on the arm. “You’re 
insane and you’re right, okay?” 


He guides me to the leather couches, sitting me down and 
then placing his hand on my knee. His suit hugs his arms 
tightly, and his sleeves come up to reveal slices of the inked 
patterns on his forearms. 


I want to slide my hand up his arm and squeeze, feel the 
muscle beneath, and just keep squeezing until I can’t take it 
anymore and my sex floods with warm juices. I remember 
the way he drank them yesterday, gulping greedily, and my 
clit gets tight and warm at the thought, begging for more. 


But there’s this annoying thing between us, and I sense we 
can’t go on until I tell him the truth. 


With a smirk, he growls, “Do you have any idea how fucking 
difficult it is for me not to ravish you right this second, 
Myla? Tell me what’s wrong. You don’t have to be afraid. 
Not anymore.” 


“What if I’ve done something wrong?” I whisper. 
“It doesn’t matter,” he says. “All that matters is us.” 


I swallow as I feel something forming inside me, a 
conviction to tell the truth, all of it, all that messy stuff I 
didn’t even share with Mom and Dad. 


And, unbelievably, I do. 


Slowly at first, but then quicker, I tell Maddox about what 
happened with Aaron. 


“He was this cool older boy. I was seventeen and he was like 
twenty, I think. Anyway, he was in college and I remember 
how flattered I was when he started talking to me after 
class. He just swaggered onto the school grounds and 
nobody even said anything. I guess maybe he had an excuse 
for being there, like his little brother went there or 
whatever. All I knew was I was the invisible girl and he was 
this cool jock everybody wanted to be with.” 


I pause, wringing my hands, and risk a look at Maddox. 


He watches, his face composed, patiently waiting for me to 
continue. 


“The thing is, I didn’t want to be with him, not like that. I 
guess I was just flattered by the attention. I was such a 
nobody in high school. Anyway, he basically twisted my 
mind. I’m not saying I don’t have any blame. But what I can 
say for sure is I felt very uncomfortable when he took me 
into a supply closet and told me to take all my clothes of 
except my underwear...and he even tried to get me to take 
that off, but I didn’t, yay for me and then took my picture, 
and then laughed at me.” 


Maddox’s face twitches and something like hellfire flames in 
his eyes. He grips my leg a little harder, and then removes 
it, squeezing his hands together as though he’s afraid he’ll 
accidentally hurt me if he maintains the contact. 


“And then what happened?” he asks, his voice a shivering 
growl. 


“He said I should have a party at my place when Mom and 
Dad went on a weekend break for their anniversary. ld 
never had a party before, and I told him I didn’t want to. 
But he had the picture. If I didn’t host the party, he 
said...he’d release it and I’d be a laughingstock. Not to 
mention Dad would be embarrassed, too. He’s too famous 


for his daughter to make mistakes like that. So I had the 
party... 


“And they locked me in the bathroom, barred it with a chair, 
and completely ransacked the place. Aaron and his jock 
friends were quick about it. They came in with a keg, it was 
empty, just for show, and then asked where the bathroom 
was. I showed them, feeling like crap, and then they locked 
me in and just got on with stealing everything they could. 


“The worst part is, they took my grandmother’s necklace, 
the one that had so much sentimental value to Mom, and to 
me after she gave it to me. I even went to their frat house 
the day after and demanded to have it back. It was the 
scariest thing I’ve ever done. And do you know what Aaron 
did? He got it out from a drawer and said I could have it, 
but only if I... if I did sexual favors for him. And I couldn’t 
even go to the police or tell my Mom what happened, 
because he’d release that freaking picture.” 


Maddox’s fists are clenched and his square jaw is tight. He 
stares off into the distance as though visualizing Aaron. 


“T bet you’re disgusted with me,” I murmur. 


“No, no,” he says quickly, struggling to get the words out 
past his evident rage. “You did nothing wrong, Myla. You 
were too good for that bastard, that’s all. None of this is 
your fault. It’s his. And he’s going to pay for ever treating 
my queen like that.” 


“What do you mean?” I whisper. 
“You said you know where this prick lives?” 


I nod. “Yeah, in this dingy frat house with a bunch of other 
football players. There’s like ten of them there, I think. At 
least there was when I was there. I know there were a lot 
because when we were arguing he opened the door and 


yelled down the stairs. Hey, fellas, who wants to see a 
picture of a naked whale?” 


I blink as acid-tinged tears prick my eyes and cut lines 
down my cheeks. 


Maddox leans forward and strokes my tears, and then 
moves down the couch next to me and then wraps his arm 
around me. He leans in and kisses the top of my head, 
hugging me close. 


“A better man would say to put the past behind you. Or go 
to the police. But I’m not that sort of man. When you get 
right down to it, Myla, I’m a fucking animal. So I think we 
should take a drive tonight. I think you should take me to 
this Aaron’s frat house. I’ve got a few things I’d like to say 
to him.” 


A note of fear spikes through me. 


“T don’t think that’s a good idea,” I whisper. “Like I said, 
there were loads of them there. And they’re all really strong 
looking, weirdly so, actually, almost like they were on 
steroids. Heck, maybe they all are on steroids.” 


“It doesn’t matter,” Maddox says grimly. “No motherfucker 
is ever going to get away with treating the mother of my 
children like that. I’d die before I let that happen. So we’re 
going there, Myla. You don’t have to come. Just give me the 
address.” 


“No,” I say, standing up and sucking in a bolstering breath. 
“T want to come. But only to talk, right, Maddox? You’re not 
going to go wild?” 


“T can’t promise that,” he murmurs. “But I can say I won’t 
throw the first punch. Anything that happens, it’ll be in self- 
defense. Good enough?” 


I let that flow through my mind, deciding that, yes, it is 
good enough. 


After all, Aaron is a violent asshole and I can’t exactly tell 
Maddox not to defend himself. 


“Okay,” I say, not at all sure this is a good idea. “Let’s go 
visit the prick who ruined my life.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


M addox 


I walk up to the rundown looking house as the stars watch 
from the sky and Myla watches from the passenger seat of 
the Jaguar. It’s eerily quiet except for a few voices from 
inside, but it’s not the loud, boisterous scene I’d expected 
as we were driving over here. 


I walk up the steps, past two trash bags, one with a split 
down the middle, and slam the door with my fist. 


There’s a fire burning in my chest from Myla’s story, her 
words replaying in my head over and over, the way Aaron 
manipulated her kind spirit, her desire to fit in. 


I feel my body stiffen in desire, but this is a different kind of 
desire, a need to do serious fucking damage to this worm. 


I slam the door again, causing it to tremble on it’s frame 
and kick up bits of dirt from the floor. 


Finally, it swings open, revealing a crowded living room full 
of about fifteen frat looking young men, with backward caps 


and tank tops and, I see when I look closer, bloated muscles 
that look like they’ve been on the juice. 


The man who answers has a twice broken nose and a leer 
that tells me he’s ready for a fight, and I stare him down, 
letting my eyes sear into him. 


I might just be a rock star and a businessman, but that 
doesn’t mean Ill stand by while my woman, the future 
mother of my children, is insulted and humiliated. 


She’s mine. 
And that means she has my protection. 
“Which one of you is Aaron?” I snap. 


Near the rear of the room, one of the men looks up from 
what I assume is a card game. He’s just like Myla described 
him in the car, black haired with a pointy chin and a no- 
neck torso, a real meathead look about him. Tonight, he’s 
wearing a baggy orange jersey and shorts that show off his 
large, swollen muscles. 


“Who’s asking?” he snaps. 
“Tam,” I growl. “Come over here, kid. I need to talk to you.” 


“Who the fuck you calling kid, old man?” Aaron snarls, 
standing up and swaggering over. 


All round the room, his frat friends are standing up and 
tensing, posturing, some of them clenching their fists and 
one man popping his head from side to side. 


They're getting ready for a fight. 
Good. 


Aaron walks to the door and stands there, his shoulders 
squared. 


“What?” he spits out. 


“Come out here,” I tell him. “I need to talk to you in 
private.” 


“What you wanna do, man?” he snarls. “Suck my dick?” 


His hyenas cackle like it’s the funniest thing he could’ve 
said, and for a moment I see nothing but red. I imagine 
grabbing him by the throat and squeezing as hard as I can, 
just tensing my fist so that my forearm applies its massive 
pressure and crushes his pathetic neck. 


But then the promise I made to Myla resurfaces in my mind. 
I said I’d only act in self-defense. 


“You said I’m an old man, right?” I growl. “So what’ve you 
got to be scared of? Get out here. Now.” 


There must be something icy in my voice, because he steps 
onto the porch, and then takes a couple of ostentatious 
steps forward so that we’re concealed in relative privacy. 


“What?” he snaps. “Do I know you? You look real familiar.” 


“You might’ve seen me with Myla Steele,” I say, narrowing 
my eyes to laser points. I put my hands behind my back and 
grip them together, the only way to stop myself from right 
hooking that shit eating grin off his face. “I’m here because 
you have something of hers. Two things, actually. I’m going 
to need her necklace and that picture you made her take. 
All copies. Do you understand? Right fucking now.” 


For a few moments, he just stares at me. 


And then he keels over and starts to laugh in big obnoxious 
panting breaths, clapping his hands together. 


“Jesus Christ, that’s the funniest thing I’ve ever heard,” he 
guffaws, standing upright and grinning at me. “One old 


man comes to my house, where I live with my friends, and 
thinks he can tell me what to do? Are you insane, old timer? 
Dementia got you messed up in the head?” 


“You’re a sad little worm, Aaron,” I tell him calmly, though 
every instinct is roaring at me to wring his throat. “The best 
you can hope for tonight is to do what I tell you and never 
even speak Myla’s name again. You'll never be worthy of 
her, you fucking scumbag. So get the necklace. And the 
picture... and let me tell you, if you say you’ve given me all 
copies, and I find out otherwise - and I will - I’ll put you in 
the ground.” 


His face twitches and he steps back, raising his fist. 


“Now you’ve done it, you old bastard,” he snarls. “Now 
you’ve gone and pissed me off.” 


I see the overhand punch coming from a mile away, but I 
make no move to block it or dodge. 


I stand there and let it catch me in the jaw, rolling with it 
and using the momentum to spin around and spring up into 
a fighting stance, fists raised. 


I guess that counts as self-defense. 


“Boys,” one of the frat fucks calls, waving his arms at his 
friends. “Looks like we got a trespasser. What’s say we 
teach him some manners?” 


Just like that, they all swarm me, all of them rushing for the 
door. 


In my mind, I see what could happen all too easily. In the 
band’s early days, I’d been in enough brawls to see which 
way these things went, and if I let these bastards rush me 
out in the open they’re going to swarm me and there will 
simply be too many of them. 


So I leap forward and grab Aaron by the neck, throwing 
him into the doorframe and then leaping forward in a flurry 
of punches, catching Aaron under the chin and then the 
man next to him on the side of the head. 


Like a whirlwind of violence I fly into the tight confines of 
the hallway, the light skidding across the ceiling as I wrench 
up the lamp and swing it around, catching two men in the 
arc. 


One man makes a hiss noise, sharp, swiping the air. 


And then I see the glint at his fist and realize the hiss was 
his blade. 


I duck to the side, wait for him to lunge, and then slip in the 
opposite direction and grab his wrist, wrenching it upward. 


“Ah,” the man cries, dropping the knife with a clatter. 


I spin backward and catch another bastard with a wild 
elbow, and then cover my face as four or five of them start 
laying into me with punches. I feel the firm muscles of my 
forearms tightening as I let them blow off some energy, and 
then I erupt, throwing my body outward and letting 
punches fly with wild abandon. 


Somebody catches me in the leg and I stumbled backward 
over the card game, chips and cards and red plastic cups 
flying into the air, beer swilling and slapping down onto the 
hardwood floor. 


I find my balance and let fly with another thunderous 
attack, big sweeping punches that take out two men ata 
time, leaving them reeling to the other side of the room, 
panting, retreating like the frightened cowards they really 
are when they can’t bully and bluster their way through life. 


Finally, I find Aaron and wrap my arm around his neck, 
squeezing to show him I could crush the life out of him in a 
moment. 


“I came here for two things,” I growl in his ear as his frat 
fuck friends back up, exchanging glances like they don’t 
want to jump back into the fray. Several have busted noses 
and blood dripping from cuts above their eyes. “Now, are 
you going to get them or are we fighting some more?” 


“Jesus,” Aaron pants. “No, man. I’ll get them. Jesus Christ. 
I’m sorry. Tell Myla I’m sorry. I didn’t want it to get this far. I 
didn’t mean it.” He coughs, ae to fight back a rising sob. 
“It was just meant to be a bit of... a bit of... fun 


He’s openly sobbing now, his body trembling. 


“Stop crying,” I growl. “Just get me what I came for. And 
remember what I said. AJ the damn copies or you'll pay for 
it.” 


“Oh my God,” Myla beams back in the Jaguar, parked down 
the street from the frat house. Her face is bright in the 
interior light, a stark contrast to the darkness beyond the 
window. “I can’t believe you really got it back.” 


“He was keeping it to taunt you with the prick,” I growl, 
producing the elegant, subtle gold necklace. “Let me, 
Myla.” 


She tosses her golden hair up with a womanly flourish and 
then presents her neck, and right now she looks so damn 
beautifully mine, offering herself to me like this, that my 
body just roars at me. 


It’s been long enough. 


It’s time. 


I loop the necklace around and fasten it, and then bring my 
lips close to her ears. 


“Let me take you back to the room, Myla,” I growl. “No 
tricks, no games. Just my desire to take you how you 
deserve. Passionately. Hard. Tasting every sweet drop your 
luscious womb has to give me.” 


She leans back, grinding against me. 


“I’m ready, Maddox,” she sighs. “I’m so freaking ready I 
could burst.” 


“Oh, you will burst,” I whisper. “All over my rock hard cock.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


As we push through the door to the suite, Grandma’s 
necklace a cold essence against my throat, I spin on 
Maddox and throw myself at him. 


I still feel that residual nervousness, that small, mean voice 
telling me that I’m making a complete fool out of myself. 


But I stamp on it as best I can, shut it down and instead 
focus on the texture and warmth of Maddox’s lips, listening 
to his deep moan as he slams the door shut behind us and 
pushes me up against the wall. 


He wraps his muscular arms around me and lifts me off my 
feet. I let out a squeal and hook my legs around him, shock 
thudding into me when I realize he’s holding me like I 
weigh nothing, like I never dreamed a man would hold me. 


“Fuck, you’re so hot,” he growls, breaking off the kiss for a 
moment and staring firmly into my eyes. “You’re burning up 
for me. I can feel it. Your womb. Screaming for my seed. I 
can feel it, Myla.” 


“So can I,” I gasp, grinding my crotch against him, feeling 
his manhood through the fabric of my soaked panties. “I 
don’t want to wait anymore. I don’t want to be afraid 
anymore.” 


“Never,” he whispers hoarsely. “Not with me. Not for the 
rest of our lives.” 


He crushes his lips against mine again, opening his mouth 
and swirling his tongue around mine. I squeal, muffled, and 
then find his tongue and stroke it eagerly. 


I feel like I’m floating on a cloud as he carries me through 
the penthouse suite, kicking doors open and then striding 
across toward the bedroom. The light is low, but Maddox 
finds his way like a stalking animal, and brings me into the 
bedroom. 


He softly lowers me onto the four poster bed and I look up 
at him, my man, veiled in shadow as his jaw tightens and his 
intense eyes gleam down at me. I feel a pulse shivering in 
my neck as nerves try to sabotage this moment, as a voice 
whispers inside my mind that I’m just a virgin, nothing 
more, just a freaking shy virgin. 


But it’s not a trick. 
And that means so much. 


“Do you have any idea how fucking sexy you look right 
now?” he growls, gazing down at me with something feral 
and unchained in his dominator’s expression. “Come here. I 
need to see all of you.” 


He reaches down and tugs me up to a kneeling position, 
and then his hands attack my clothes, flying to them like 
they’ve offended him as he tears and twists them away. 


He throws them into the corner until, in what seems like no 
time at all, I’m kneeling there in just my panties. Then he 
grabs them and yanks in one motion, snapping them 
completely, and tossing the ruined fabric to the floor. 


“Fucking hell,” he growls, voice shaking. 


“Now it’s your turn,” I pout, salvaging some sassiness from 
somewhere deep inside of me. 


I feel goosebumps pricking my skin as I grab his shirt and 
start fiddling with the buttons, but then he just smirks and - 
tear- pulls on it so that the buttons pop and go flying. 


I grab at his belt and together we tear it loose, and then his 
pants fall down and his massive manhood springs up, all 
eleven-some inches of it, a searing, precome-slick length 
that bulges with thick veins and irrepressible lust. 


I gap at it, my heart thudding at the back of my throat. 


I want to leap on him and start working it, start doing some 
groupie-style stuff like he maybe expects me to, but even if 
my lust is an inferno, I’m still a virgin. 


But the desire to please him flames within me and I reach 
down, grabbing it, and slide my hand up and down from the 
engorged tip to the thick base. 


He groans deeply and stares down at me, his mouth twisted 
as his whole body gets even tighter. 


Beads of sweat slide down between his bulging pectorals 
and his tattooed arms are solid knots of muscle, taut and 
ready to explode. 


“Touch your breasts for me,” he growls. “Play with your 
nipples. Pretend you’re coaxing milk from them, Myla.” 


A thrill runs through me and relief at the guidance, and I do 
as he says, pinching one nipple and then the other, and all 
the while he stares and his manhood gets even harder, 
something I thought impossible. 


“Fuck, fuck,” he snarls, grabbing my wrist. “Lie down. Lie 
down right now. I need to feel that pussy. I need to feel how 
tight and wet you are.” 


I throw myself backward, eager to do as he says, eager to 
please this six foot seven beast of a man. 


Vignettes of the way he fought in that house, what little I 
saw through the open door, return to me with punching 
intensity. 


It’s not that I approve of violence, but the way he charged 
in there and defended me, the way he reclaimed my 
necklace and filled my chest with joy, it just confirms that 
he’ll always protect me. 


He’ll always protect our family. 


I wrap my arms around his shoulders and squeeze onto the 
muscle as he reaches down with one hand and guides his 
fire hot cock to my entrance, stroking the head up and 
down my clit. 


I bite down as wetness floods me and my clit tingles sharply, 
magically, making me feel oh-so-silly for ever doubting that 
I’d be a gushing fountain for this man. 


“I can feel my seed,” he whispers in my ear in his husky 
singer’s voice. “It’s so fucking eager to get in your tight 
pussy. Are you ready, Myla? Are you ready to be fucked like 
you deserve?” 


“Yes,” I moan, twitching my hips in time with the motion of 
his cock. “I want it, Maddox. I want you so freaking badly.” 


He moans deeply and I sing out a cry of pleasure as he 
arches his back and plunges inside of me, pushing so that 
his shaft stretches the walls of my needy pussy, plunging 
deeper than I can even believe, right up to his pubis so that 
he’s buried up to the hilt. 


For a few long moments I feel pricks of discomfort, and the 
horrible thought hits me that maybe I won’t be able to take 
him. 


Maybe he’s too big. 


But then just as quickly the thought drifts away as my pussy 
floods with even more wetness, the thought battering down 
and disappearing, my pussy flaming with the heat of a 
million freaking suns as he slides out of me and then pushes 
back in. 


“Oh, God,” I gasp, digging my fingernails into his shoulder. 


“You feel better than I knew you would,” he growls in my 
ear, pumping harder now, the bed shifting beneath us. “You 
feel like fucking heaven.” 


He starts moving his hips even faster, the friction so intense 
and wet I feel like a balloon full of boiling liquid could just 
pop and spread all over me, tingling every single inch of me 
and making me gasp and buzz all over. 


The silk sheets grind against my back as we sink sinfully 
into our rhythm, my body knowing what to do even if 
there’s a vestige of nervousness clinging to me. 


He leans up and stares at me as he thrusts, the soft light 
casting deep shadows across his muscled body, highlighting 
the cutting lines in his marble sculpted form. 


I reach up and grab his face on instinct, clinging on as 
though if I let go the euphoria will send me skidding off the 


bed. 


Then I lean up and kiss him, biting his bottom lip and 
moaning through the close contact, Maddox growling as he 
lays his body down against mine, thrusting over and over, 
pounding into me now. 


A cacophony of ecstasy screams loudly through my body 
with each thrust and before I know it, the pressure has built 
to breaking point, and all I can do is throw my head back 
and let out shivering screams that turn hollow and muted 
as the crescendos slams into me. 


“T’m—I’m n 


“Come on my cock,” he snarls, his voice just as twisted with 
his own pleasure. “Squirt all over me. I want to feel how 
fucking eager your needy womb is. You’re getting tight. I 
can feel you coming.” 


I scream and he growls deeply, my pussy pulsing with wave 
after wave of pleasure, gushing hot liquid down his shaft. 


Staring up at him through tear blurred eyes, I see his lips 
twist into a savage smirk as veins strain on his neck, his 
whole body tightening as his own release joins with mine. 


“Fuuuuuuck,” he roars, pushing right up inside of me and 
holding his cock there, our eyes searing into each others. 


I shift my hips down and sink somehow deeper onto him, his 
cock holding inside of me, a melting union. 


And then he slowly slides out, both of us panting. 


He looks down and a smirk tugs at the corner of his lips 
when he spots the red sheen on his manhood, his eyes 
twinkling with almost playfulness. 


“I’m so glad you waited for me, Myla,” he growls, leaning 
down and finding my lips with surprising gentleness. 


“Me too,” I whisper, kissing him back, tasting his roughness 
and his just-right Maddox feeling. “And thank you so much 
for getting my necklace back. I can’t believe you made that 
jerk cry.” 


He grins like a primal wolf. “He’s lucky that’s all I did. I’ll 
always protect you, Myla, and our children. You’re mine. 
Never forget that.” 


“I won't,” I tell him. “Ever.” 


Neither of us mentions the sharp tusked elephant in the 
room. 


Dad. 


It’s like we silently agree to let that messy concern sink into 
the background where it can’t bother us. 


At least for the time being. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


M addox 


The sun gleams down as I sit next to the pool, letting its 
rays wash over me and evaporate the beads of water from 
the glistening, blue pool. Tyson’s swimming from end to 
end, a big happy grin on his face as he looks over to me 
every now and then, his tail wagging in mad terrier fury. 


“Good boy,” I call over. 


A moment later, Kenneth appears at the door, a smile on his 
mustached face. “Sir, you have a guest.” 


I slide to my feet with languorous predator like ease, my 
body getting primed with want the moment he says the 
word guest. 


There’s only one person scheduled to visit me today, and it’s 
the only person I want to see. 


After last light, when Myla told me she had to go home to 
keep up appearances, something broke in me. 


We have to tell Lenard. 


And soon. 


But at the same time, the moment I lay my eyes on her, I 
don’t want to muddy the waters of our interaction with 
those concerns. I just want to consume her, all of her, in an 
animal attack of pleasure. 


She’s wearing a light fitting summer dress with little roses 
on it, contrasting with the pure white of the rest of it, that 
settles over her finely shaped body like vapor. Her hair 
flows down to her shoulders in golden waves that make me 
want to surge across the patio and run my hands through it, 
watching the way she'll twitch, listening to her heavenly 
gasps of pleasure. 


“Hey, Tyson,” she calls over to the loving life terrier. And 
then she turns her eyes to me, a cute as hell smile on her 
lips. “And hello to you, too.” 


I walk over to her and loop my arms around her, bringing 
my lips to hers and kissing her fiercely, tasting every inch of 
her. 


She moans and pushes her body closer up against mine. 


“Tve got some news,” I tell her with a growl. “Two pieces of 
news, really.” 


“Oh?” she says, shooting me a feisty look as she sways her 
hips toward the recliners chairs. 


Her confidence is blooming, infusing each mind-fucking 
movement, and it just makes me want her even more 
possessively. 


Mine, mine, mine. 


It rings through my skull like a war chant. 


“I’m moving to the States,” I tell her. “PU still keep my 
properties in England, but I’ve decided to spend most of my 
time here.” 


Her face fills with warm light as she drops her beach style 
bag on the chair, walking over to me full of writhing, frantic 
energy. 


“Oh my God,” she gasps. “That is good news. I was sort of 
wondering what we’d do if you went back to England. 
Would long distance work? I mean, I know it would. We’d 
make it work. But now we don’t have to worry about that.” 


“No,” I smirk, palming her ass and pulling her close to me. 
“And the second piece of news is that I want to fund an 
animal sanctuary for you. Anything you need, let me help 
you. I know how much this means to you and I want to do 
anything I can, Myla.” 


She leans back in my embrace and tilts her head at me, 
pursing her lips slightly. 


My savage’s mind immediately imagines them pursed like 
that around my throbbing cock, but I shut it down with 
effort and focus on the blaze of uncertainty in her eyes 
instead. 


“What’s wrong?” I ask. 


She giggles in a strange, shaky way. “Who said anything’s 
wrong?” 


“Oh, just your whole face, really,” I chuckle grimly. “What 
did I say, Myla?” 


“Tt’s just, sure, there’s part of me that really, really wants to 
accept your offer. I guess I’d be the biggest idiot in the 
universe if I didn’t, you know? But there’s another part that 
wants to do this on my own. I want to get a degree in 


zoology and then start from the ground up. I think I’d learn 
more that way. I never wanted handouts from Dad and I 
don’t want them from you, either. I’m sorry if this changes 
anything.” 


“You're right,” I snarl. “It changes everything.” 
Her face drops and a pang of guilt touches me. 


“But in a good way,” I say quickly. “It just makes me respect 
you more, Myla, even if I thought that was impossible.” 


“I am grateful though,” she says. “For everything. When 
you took me home I had this crazy thought that this was it, 
that you’d gotten what you wanted out of me and I’d never 
be hearing from you again. And I was so freaking sad, 
Maddox, that I actually convinced myself about it for a little 
while.” 


I take her by the hands and lead her back to the recliners, 
sitting down and then pulling her onto my lap. I feel my 
manhood growing solid and excited through my swim 
trunks, pushing against her solidly, begging for her fleshy 
cheeks. 


But I try and control myself as I smooth a strand of hair 
behind her ear and lean close. 


“Myla, last night meant just as much to me as it did to you,” 
I growl. 


“T get that,” she whispers, licking her lips. The sun frames 
her face, making her glow golden. “But yesterday was my 
first time ever. I know, obviously, it’s special for you as well, 
it being your first time with me. But can’t you see the 
difference?” 


I lean forward and place a warm kiss on her cheek, tasting 
her sweat, tasting just her. 


“Myla, it was exactly the same for me last night.” 


She pouts playfully and leans close, giving me a kiss on the 
nose. 


“Now who’s telling lies, huh?” she says. “How could it have 
been just the same, when I was the only one who was a 
virgin?” 


“But you weren't,” I tell her, feeling a weight lift off my 
chest as though raised by invisible hands. “I was a virgin 
until last night, too.” 


Her mouth drops open and then her lips twitch upward, the 
queen of all eye rolls rocking her eyes. 


“I thought we agreed we’d always be honest with each 
other,” she says. 


“We did and I am,” I tell her firmly. “Up until last night, I’d 
never had sex before. I swear it to you. I’ll never lie to you. 
I’m claiming you for the rest of our lives. Right now, my 
child is growing in your womb. I know it is. I can feel it. I’m 
telling you the truth.” 


She blinks at me. 
“Woah,” she says. “You’re actually serious, aren’t you?” 
“Tam,” I growl. 


“But how?” she yells, so loudly that Tyson stops paddling for 
a moment and turns to her in shock. She giggles. “Sorry, 
didn’t mean to bust your ear drums there. But this is just so 
freaking crazy.” 


“T guess it is in this day and age,” I agree. 


“But it just doesn’t make any sense. You must’ve had 
groupies throwing themselves at you all the time. I’m not 
saying you’re lying, Maddox, because I know we’re always 


going to be honest with each other. I guess it’s just hard to 
accept, you know?” 


“T know,” I say, nodding. “And I won’t say I haven’t had 
women throw themselves at me over the years. Too many to 
count, it’s true. I’m not a virgin because I couldn’t have sex. 
I was waiting, Myla. For the one, even if that sounds cheesy 
as fuc—” 


“It doesn’t,” she whispers, wiggling closer to me. “I feel the 
same.” 


“And I’m glad I did,” I say, running my finger along her lips, 
savoring the way she shivers for me. “Last night was better 
than I ever could’ve dreamed.” 


“And me,” she whispers, wiggling against me, her cheeks 
glowing in a way that implies a whole lot. “I’ve been 
thinking about it all freaking day too, actually.” 


“Hmm,” I whisper. “Really? Maybe we should skip 
swimming so I can get that fine-fucking ass upstairs. I’ve 
been dreaming about spanking you, Myla. Not hard. Just 
enough to show you that you’re mine.” 


Her eyes light up and she wiggles some more, making me 
so damn hard I’m surprised I don’t just erupt in a fountain 
of seed-infused desire right now. 


But I wouldn’t waste a drop. 
Every splash of my hot want belongs in her tight pussy. 
“T think that sounds freaking perfect,” she whimpers. 


I stand up, lifting her off me in the same moment, causing 
her to giggle wildly when I plant her on her feet. 


“Wait in my bedroom,” I tell her. “Tl just get Kenneth to see 
to Tyson.” 


She snaps off a mock-salute. 

“Sir, yes, sir,” she giggles. 

“T like the sound of that, sir,” I growl. 

“Well, you better not get used to it,” she sasses. 


I give her a light spank on her ass, just a tap, really, but 
enough to cause my manhood to pulse and her eyes to grow 
wider and more frantic with desire. 


“Bedroom,” I smirk. “Now.” 


She pouts at me in a way that just drives me wilder as she 
skips into the house, and then I kneel down at the edge of 
the pool and gesture for Tyson. 


“Aren’t I just the luckiest motherfucker in the world, boy?” I 
say, lifting him out of the water. 


Telling Myla about my virginity has caused a whoosh of 
lively air to move through me, as though I’m now readier 
than ever to jump feet first into our lives together. 


Because there’s no damn shame in it, none at all, not when 
I waited all my damn life for her, and her alone. 


She’s all I’ll ever need. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


I walk around his bedroom, the first place we ever did 
anything intimate, wandering over to the record player and 
running my fingers over the cases. Then I go to the big 
drooping curtains and pull them closed, casting the room 
into complete darkness. I fix that with the corner lamp, 
throwing a mood-enhancing glow across the room. 


He was a virgin too. 


The revelation keeps bouncing around my head sharply, 
almost as though something inside of me is baiting me not 
to believe it. 


And if anybody else had told me that, somebody in 
Maddox’s position, with armies of groupies throwing 
themselves at him every day, I would’ve laughed and called 
them a liar. 


But I know Maddox. 


Maybe that’s strange and maybe the world will call us crazy, 
but ever since he said he claimed me and I felt the world- 


shifting feeling in my body and my heart, I’ve known that 
we were meant for each other, that he wouldn’t lie to me. 


And I just know, closing my eyes and letting the truth of it 
course through me, that he’s telling the truth about this. 


He waited, all those years, all those temptations, endless 
groupies saying they’d do anything for him, anything he 
wanted. 


And he waited. 


That means so much to me I just feel airy butterflies 
flapping around my body. 


I push that other thing deep, the whispering doubt at the 
corner of my mind that says Mom and Dad, most likely Dad, 
since they’re best friends, are going to ruin this. 


I can’t think about that right now, not with my lust for 
Maddox surging into the air with the force of a rocket ship. 


Ever since we slept together, my thoughts have drawn to 
him like glistening metal to a magnet. 


I go to the bed and sit down, crossing my legs in what I 
hope is a sexy posture. 


I’d feel silly if I did this before, like I was trying too hard, 
that mean little voice spitting in my mind, You’re just the fat 
loser that nobody would ever want. 


But that’s not true, and with Maddox’s help I can finally let 
my plus size beauty and sassiness shine through. 


I reach up and touch my neck, feeling the necklace, its 
delicate interwoven metallurgy telling me that Maddox is 
mine and I’m his. 


The door swings open and Maddox steps in, still in his swim 
trunks, a few leftover beads of water clinging to his heaving 


form. He takes me in with narrowed eyes, moving like 
lasers to my legs and then my breasts, and finally settling 
on my face with a smirk as he closes the door behind him 
with a quick punch. 


“Didn’t you say you wanted to spank me?” I tease, a crazy, 
big smile on my lips as I bat my eyelashes at him, half joking 
and half serious, bridling this newfound confidence and 
using it to drive my man wild. “Isn’t that what you’re just 
dying to do, Maddox?” 


“Not hard,” he growls, pausing close. “Just enough to see 
your fine, round ass move for me.” 


“Hmm,” I muse, tapping my chin as though deep in thought. 
But in truth there’s no thinking required. 


A light spanking - the fun, playful, horny kind - makes my 
sex tighten and my clit tingly, my body surging with 
irrepressible sensations. 


“Hmm?” he smirks, leaning down and placing his hand on 
my knee. “What’s there to hmm about, eh?” 


“Step back,” I whisper, my cheeks blooming even as I try to 
instill bravado in my words. 


“Are we playing a game?” he chuckles huskily. 


“Maybe,” I tease. “Step back and turn around. Don’t look 
until I tell you to.” 


“Now I’m interested,” he says. 


He swaggers to the other end of the room and turns 
around, giving me a view of his broad, tanned back that’s all 
twisted with his savage muscle. 


I feel that familiar doubt thudding in my body as I execute 
my plan, stripping quickly so that I don’t stop halfway 


through, ripping off my bra and wiggling out of my panties. 


An urge in my mind roars, Put them back on. Now. You’re 
humiliating yourself. 


But I ignore it and crawl naked onto the bed, the air 
pricking my skin even if it’s as sultry as our desire. 


I bend over on all fours. 


“Okay,” I whisper, looking at him over my shoulder. “You can 
look now.” 


His mouth drops open and for a long moment he just stands 
there, his eyes fixated on me as though the world will end if 
he looks away. 


I see his swim trunks pulse and my gaze flits to them, 
finding his manhood outlined clearly in the damp fabric, a 
solid fleshy pole roaring to be let loose. 


“Fucking hell,” he snarls. “Are you trying to drive me 
insane?” 


I feel my heart soar and my sex get even hotter. There’s 
nothing like having him look at me like that, confirming my 
sexiness, this millionaire rock star who could have anybody 
he wanted, but has chosen me. 


Just me. 

And I’ve chosen him. 

Forever. 

“So you like what you see?” I murmur, still playing coy. 


“Like,” he grumbles, stalking closer, his fingers twitching. 
“That’s a weak word if I ever heard one.” 


He smooths his hand over my ass slowly, and then gives it a 
little spank, his jaws getting tight as he stares at my ass 
cheeks. It doesn’t hurt at all, he does it so softly, so playfully, 
just teases me with a stinging kiss and then drags his swim 
shorts down so they slide down his thighs. 


His cock springs free, harder than I can almost believe, 
stroking against my clit and then my ass and then coming to 
rest, heavily, on my ass cheek, painting it with a spot of hot 
precome. 


“I want you like this,” he groans, smoothing the precome 
over my ass, leaving a shivering trail of warmth as he does. 
“Bent over for me, with that beautiful ass. Jesus Christ, 
Myla, do you have any idea how perfect your ass is?” 


“Take me like this,” I moan, feisty and sassy and free. 


That’s what it feels like. I’m finally free to enjoy the things 
other women seem to take for granted. 


He smirks and then grabs his cock, guiding it to my hole 
and then pushing in with one quick movement, no subtle 
easing this time. He arches his back and pumps his hips like 
a man possessed. 


I collapse forward, gripping the sheets in big handfuls and 
letting out a cry that seems to linger in the air, and then I 
slide into motion with him, feeling my ass cheeks crushing 
against the stony hardness of his abs. 


“Fuck, fuck,” he growls, his voice already catching. “That 
ass, that fucking ass. I’m going to...” 


He makes a groaning noise and his cock begins to beat like 
a heart as he shoots hot come inside of me, and I scream 
louder, begging him to come, begging for it all. 


I don’t even care that I didn’t finish. 


I’m happy to do this for him. 


But after he’s come, his cock stays rock hard and he keeps 
pumping, a crazed look in his eyes as he moves even 
quicker, pounding me into the bed. 


He leans over and collapses atop me, sending me flat onto 
my belly with my legs together, his whole body aimed down 
at my pussy now, pounding with so much intensity I can’t 
take it anymore. 


A sun shatters inside of me and fragments of blistering light 
are sent scorching to every single part of me, the tips of my 
fingers and my toes, my clit buzzing, my lips rough and 
crazy with friction, everything wet and gushing. 


My juices flow down his cock as my pussy flutters, 
tightening and then loosening around his pumping length. 


And then he groans again - again - and leans down to bite 
my shoulder softly, his teeth grazing my skin as he makes 
wolf like grunting noises, emptying another sultry helping 
of his seed inside of me. 


I buck back into him, riding the quivering euphoria of my 
orgasm, and then realize in a sudden jolt that it’s another 
orgasm, that the two have joined and now a whole new one 
is starting. 


It goes on and on, time seeming to stop as I float atop the 
hard massaging pleasure of the moment. 


His cock pounds deep, deep, deeper inside of me, finding a 
spot so secret I never even knew it existed, kissing it hard 
and intimately with the engorged head of his coming cock. 


I turn and reach back, finding his hand in the twisted 
pleasure. 


He grips hard and we interlace fingers as our shared 
orgasm - our shared second helping - comes to a panting 
stop at the same precise moment, as though we 
choreographed it, as though this was how it was meant to 
be all along. 


Because it was. 
Because we were made for each other. 


“Jeez, Maddox,” I whisper, rolling onto my side and finding 
his lips in a brief moment. “That was crazy. I can’t believe 
we both did it twice. I mean, I think you did, right?” 


“Myla,” he smirks. “Don’t pretend you'll ever have any 
problems reading me. Yeah, you just looked so good, your 
perfect ass bouncing like that. I couldn’t stop.” 


I giggle, giving him a sassy eye roll. “So I guess we’re 
having twins, huh?” 


“Triplets,” he chuckles. “Don’t forget about last night.” 


But then his face grows serious, any semblance of a smile, if 
Maddox can smile and not smirk, replaced by an intense, 
flat line. 


“What is it?” I ask, my heart suddenly frenetic in its beating. 


“Its time, Myla,” he says. “We’ve both been trying to ignore 
it. But we can’t anymore. Not now. It’s time we told your 
father about us.” 


Oh. 
That. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


M addox 


“What is this about?” Lenard murmurs, glancing at me and 
then Myla, his eyes narrowing as he runs a hand through 
his dyed hair. 


We’re sitting in his backyard, the air thick with insects and 
music playing from the radio inside the house. Tina sits next 
to him, her hands folded, her eyes flitting between Myla and 
me in a different way to Lenard’s. 


The idea that she can tell what we share at a glance occurs 
to me, and then solidifies into certainty. 


It’s in the tilt of her head, the no-shit glint in her eyes. 
She knows, and I’m daring to hope she approves. 


Or perhaps that’s just my need for an ally in this shit storm 
of a situation erasing my reason. 


Beside me, still in her summer dress and still smelling of 
her womb and our lovemaking, intermingled with her 
perfume, Myla sits with her hands clamped on her knees to 
keep them from shaking. 


“You’re my oldest friend, Lennie,” I say. “We came from 
nothing together. We made our fortunes together. So I 
won't bullshit you. Myla and I are together.” 


“I can see you’re together,” Lenard mutters, as though I’ve 
taken a knock to the head and he needs to explain to me 
that the sky is blue. “You’re sitting side by...” 


He trails off and his expression goes through a series of 
strange contortions I can only read because I’ve spent so 
many countless hours and days and weeks - and years - 
with him. 


First he smiles at the stupidity of his misunderstanding, and 
then the smile turns savage when the realization of what 
I’ve said smacks him in the chest, but then it twists into 
disbelief and he begins shaking his head, determined that 
I’ve got it wrong somehow, or that it’s a joke, or that 
something - anything - will happen to make this not true. 


“No,” he says. “No, no, no. Don’t fuck with me, Maddox. 
This is some joke, right, one of those bullshit pranks we 
used to pull on each other back in our touring days?” 


“No, Dad, it’s real,” Myla says, her voice far firmer than I 
would’ve guessed it’d be. 


“Real?” Lenard snaps. “What’s real? A few days ago you 
came to my show, and now... and now this. It doesn’t make 
any sense.” 


“Do you know how I used to talk about how I’d know the 
woman of my dreams the second I saw her?” 


Lenard just about represses an eye roll, his hand tightening 
into a fist as he stares at me, his jaws trembling as though 
he’s fighting the urge to leap across the table and throw a 
punch at me. 


“T remember,” he growls. “I thought it was some rock star 
lead singer poetry shit, Maddox. I didn’t think it was true.” 


“Well, it was,” I tell him. “And the second I saw Myla in the 
crowd, I just knew it was her. I didn’t know who she was 
until I spotted you, Tina. But by then it was too late. I just 
knew I had to claim her.” 


“Claim her,” Lenard mutters. “That’s a weird way to put it. 
What you mean is you put your moves on her and fucked 
her, took advantage of her. Is that it? She’s eighteen, 
Maddox. And you’re - what? - forty-one.” 


“Forty-two,” I say. 


“And that doesn’t even matter,” Myla hisses, a note of fire 
sparking in her voice. “Whatever you think about this, Dad, 
don’t make this about age. Because that isn’t it at all. This is 
about the way we feel about each other.” 


“And how the fuck do you feel about each other?” Lenard 
says, grinding his teeth from side to side. 


“T feel like, heck, like I finally belong—” 
“What is this, some Hallmark movie?” 
“Let her talk,” Tina says, shooting Lenard a sharp look. 


Lenard throws his hands up but says nothing, leaning back 
and staring at the two of us alternately. 


“Its true,” Myla goes on. “With Maddox, everything just 
makes sense. We understand each other, Dad. There’s a 
connection between us I never could’ve dreamed of before. 
It’s like nothing I can even explain, really, except to say that 
I want to be with him. I want to have his children. I want to 
build a future together.” 


“And I want that too,” I cut in, when Myla breaks off. “This 
isn’t some fling, Lenard. This isn’t me coming in here and 
telling you that I want to take advantage of your daughter. 
Jesus, we’ve known each other since we were kids. Do you 
really think that’s who I am? Have you ever known me, in all 
the long years we’ve toured and played together, to treat 
women like that?” 


“You don’t go near women, Maddox,” Lenard sighs. “Me 
and the boys, oh, we had some wild times. Sorry, 
sweetheart.” Lenard touches Tina’s hand, sighing again, 
shaking his head wearily. “But you were always somewhere 
else, working out, reading, writing our next hit. For a rock 
star, Maddox, you were pretty goddamn abstinent. Except 
when it came to the fights in the early days.” A smile of 
reminiscent touches his lips. “Then you were a godsend.” 


“That’s his point, honey,” Tina says. “Can’t you see that? 
He’s never gone near a woman in all his life. You told me 
that. And now he and Myla have this chemistry, chemistry it 
would take a fool, no offense sweetheart, not to see.” 


Lenard grins and leans across to give Tina a quick kiss on 
the cheek, and then slumps back in his chair, looking the 
same way he did in our old flat after our latest unsuccessful 
gig. 


The memory slams into me and the idea that my best friend 
might not be okay with this whirls around my mind, twisting 
painfully. 


“We’ve been through too much to let our friendship end just 
because Shadow’s Crow has, Lenard,” I growl. “But there’s 
nothing in this world that will stop me from claiming Myla.” 


“And you?” Lenard says, glancing at his daughter. “Do you 
want to be claimed?” 


“Yes,” Myla snaps, sitting up straighter. 


I flinch slightly when she reaches across and takes my 
hand, the gesture so surprising with her father present, but 
I nod at her and give her a supportive squeeze. 


“I know it seems crazy, Dad,” she says. “I know it’s only 
been a few days. But don’t you get it? All those things in 
songs, those things about wanting somebody at first sight, 
about just knowing when you’re with somebody that this is 
it... I used to think they were all just stupid Hallmark crap, 
like you said. But then I saw Maddox and it all changed. 
Everything changed.” 


I love her. 


The thought thunders into me with clarity as I watch her 
talk, the passion infusing her words, the way she waves her 
hand as though orchestrating the ebbs and flows of our 
love. 


I almost blurt it out right there, but somehow rein it in, not 
wanting to muddle this moment more than it already is. 


“I feel exactly the same,” I say. “I felt like my life was 
hurtling down one set of tracks. And in an instant, I 
switched tracks. And when I was on these new track I could 
never imagine being where, or who, I was before. Myla is it 
for me, Lenard, Tina. She’s all I’ll ever want.” 


Tina wrings her hands together, looking at Lenard with a 
smile forming on her lips but a wariness about it, as though 
she doesn’t want to let her positive emotions fly just in case 
Lenard is still caught up in his own bad mood. 


But then Lenard looks me straight in the eye, the same way 
he used to do in his darker and drunker moments when 
Shadow’s Crow was still a small band with a funny name, a 
band not many people believed in. 


“Do you really think we’re gonna make it, mate?” he’d ask 
on those nights. 


And I’d tell him the truth, “I don’t know. But I’m going to kill 
myself trying if that’s what it takes.” 


That look means he wants the truth, all of it, and that he’ll 
accept nothing less. 


“Is this for real, mate?” he says. “This is for the long haul? 
It’s not some... trick.” 


Myla and I exchange a look, Myla letting out a little 
involuntarily giggle at the mention of the word trick, since 
it’s what has consumed us so much these past few days. 


“No, Dad,” Myla says. “It’s not a trick.” 


“It’s not, old friend,” I tell Lenard as the insects buzz loudly 
in the air and, just then, one of Shadow’s Crow’s songs 
comes on the radio, my voice filling the air. 


“Jesus, talk about timing,” Lenard grumbles, with a chuckle. 
“You know what, Maddox? You’re lucky I know you. You’re 
lucky I know what a good man you are. If Myla came around 
here with some other forty-two year old ... and I know, I 
know. Age doesn’t matter. But all I’m saying is, if it was 
anybody else, this place’d be trashed worse than a hotel 
room after a bender. But you both look so bloody happy. 
And I’m happy for you.” 


“Really?” Myla gasps, her words light and airy. 


Lenard leans forward, taking us both in with his gaze. “I 
can tell just by looking at you that you’re crazy about each 
other. All I want is for that to last. Because this is too big a 
thing to be short term.” 


“Never, Lenard,” I say. “Myla is mine for the rest of our 
lives.” 


And I love her. I love her more than life itself. 


But something holds me back, maybe the fact that I don’t 
want to let that declaration fly in front of her parents. 


“I’m going to go and change the radio,” I mutter. “Listening 
to myself seems a bit egomaniacal.” 


“No,” Myla giggles, touching my hand. “I like watching you 
squirm.” 


“She’s right,” Lenard grins. “It is pretty amusing, mate.” 


“You two are animals,” I chuckle deeply, knowing that soon 
Pll make an excuse to speak to Lenard alone. 


I’ve got something to ask him. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


When Maddox asked me what one of my biggest bucket list 
dreams was, and I told him that it was to go on an African 
Safari, I didn’t expect him to go and organize one for the 
next freaking day. 


I was still reeling from the conversation with Dad, his 
blessing like the cherry on top of the already tastiest cake 
in the universe. 


When Dad said he was happy for us, I felt my chest glow so 
warmly and I thought, in a spur-of-the-moment rush of 
emotion, I love Maddox. I love him more than life itself. 


I almost blurted it out right there, but something held me 
back, maybe the fact that Mom and Dad were there. 


Or maybe it was the sickening idea that if I just blurted it 
out, he’d stare at me and his mouth would fall open and 
then he’d tell me that he loved being with me or something 
like that, and that idea just twisted me up inside. 


But then, the morning after the conversation with Dad, 
when I awoke in his bedroom, my body sore from our 
lovemaking the night before and the sun shining through 
the window, Maddox was looking down at me, a sly smirk on 
his face. 


“What is it?” I asked. 
“We’re going on a trip,” he said. “That is, if you trust me?” 


“Of course I trust you,” I smiled. “More than anybody. But 
where are we going? 


An almost boyish look glinted in his hunter’s eyes. “It’s a 
surprise.” 


The flight was long, but in the comfortable confines of the 
private jet, with the plush seats and the personally cooked 
meals and all the legroom I could dream of, it didn’t seem 
that bad. 


And now here we are, the Kenyan sky blazing down on us as 
we sit in the back of the privately rented jeep and bob over 
the landscape, my heart still thudding at the back of my 
throat from seeing all the exotic creatures I’d only ever laid 
eyes on in zoos before. 


“Its so different seeing them in the wild,” I gasp, looking 
across at Maddox. 


He’s wearing a khaki colored T-shirt that hugs tightly to his 
bulging sleeved arms, his hair flecked with sweat from the 
intense heat, swept aside like liquid iron. 


He reaches across and brushes his hand along my lips. 
“So you enjoyed it?” he murmurs. 


“Enjoyed?” I laugh. “Um, I guess that’s one way to put it. It 
was freaking magical. I still can’t believe we’re here. Maybe 


Pll wake up and it will be the day of the concert, and none 
of this will have happened. It all seems so crazy.” 


“Crazily perfect,” he growls, sounding for a moment like 
one of the beasts we spied earlier today. 


“Yeah,” I agree, taking his hand and feeling it tremble 
slightly. 


Or is that just the movement of the jeep over the dusty 
road? 


Why would Maddox be trembling? 
“Are you okay?” I ask. 


“Yeah,” he says, giving my hand a squeeze. “I’m just 
thinking.” 


“About what? And remember, rock star, we promised never 
to lie to each other.” 


“I’m thinking about us,” he says. “About the meal I’ve got 
prepared for us back at the camp. And about our future.” 


“Okay, mystery man,” I giggle. “You know you sound pretty 
weird right now, don’t you?” 


He grins jackal-like and slides into the seat next to me, 
crossing the back of the jeep and putting his arm around 
me. He waves a hand over the landscape, sun lavished and 
seemingly endless, wildlife surging all around us even as we 
inch closer to partial civilization, the netting around the 
open back humming with insects as we fly ever faster. 


“Look where we are, Myla,” he says. “Not so long ago we 
were in the States and worrying that your dad wouldn’t 
approve of us. Now we’re on the other side of the world and 
nobody can touch us. If that’s not weird - in a good way, a 
great way - then I don’t know what is.” 


I settle into his arms, feeling the solidness of them. 


The feeling is like being wrapped in a protective blanket as 
the sun glows warmer and closer around us, pressing in like 
a wave of just-right heat. 


We glide into camp and Maddox hops down from the back 
of the jeep, landing deftly and then reaching up for me. I let 
out a squeal of excitement as he carries me down. 


“T don’t think I’ll ever get used to how easily you carry me,” 
I whisper into his ear, throwing my arms around him as he 
holds still for a moment. 


“T’ll never get used to anything about you,” he growls. 
“You’re too beautiful, too smart, too sexy, too Myla for me to 
ever stop being fascinated by you.” 


A glow moves through me as he places me down and slides 
his hand down my arm and then finds my hand, holding it 
softly as he guides us through the campsite toward our tent 
at the back. 


Though, calling the large, sprawling canvas a tent is like 
calling a boulder a pebble. It’s more like a rock star, five 
star, hotel suite place of luxury transported here, with an 
enclosure of mosquito nets and a generator for electricity, 
with window like holes set high up to let in the golden 
setting sun. 


Maddox holds the flap aside for me and gestures inside. 
“After you.” 


“You’re being so polite,” I say, giving him a playful pinch in 
his abs. 


That makes a spiral of want twist through me when I feel 
how hard his belly is, so hard I swear I could break my 
fingernails on it if I squeezed hard enough. 


He smirks, his eyes reading me, searing into me. 


“After you, Myla. Or you'll give me ideas and dinner will be 
spoiled.” 


I grab his shirt and pull myself close, staring bravely up at 
him, feeling like a constellation of stars is blazing in a 
private universe between us. 


“Maybe I want that, huh?” 


I squeal and laugh like crazy when he grabs me by the hips 
and guides me inside, his lips at my neck as he loops his 
hands around me, pushing our bodies together so it’s like 
they’re fusing together. 


“Open your eyes, Myla,” he whispers in my ear. 
“How did you know they were closed?” 


He squeezes my ass, causing shivers to run through me, 
and then smooths his hands up to my hips. 


“Because you always close your eyes when I kiss your neck. 
It’s cute as fuck. But I want you to see right now.” 


I open my eyes and then something catches in my throat. 
He must’ve had it arranged when we left this morning. 


The tent has been completely cleared and in the middle 
there’s a table and chairs, the ornate, sophisticated sort you 
find at expensive restaurants, and in the middle sits a 
flickering candle and two silver platters. A vase of roses sits 
on the table, too, as vivid and bright and gorgeous as the 
love - yes, love - I feel whelming in my chest for this man. 


“When you said dinner, I was thinking more rations, not 
Michelin star,” I say, spinning on him. “This is amazing.” 


For a brief, silly moment, I think that Maddox has just 
disappeared into a puff of smoke. 


I see the closed tent flap and the canvas, but not him. 


Then I look down and I gasp all over again, but deeper, and 
with a sob underneath it threatening to choke me. 


Maddox is on one knee and he’s staring up at me with those 
gleaming eyes that see through me. 


No, into me. 


“T love you, Myla,” he growls. “I love you more than I could 
ever explain in words.” 


“T love you, too,” I gasp, almost throwing myself at him now 
as tears bud in my eyes, clinging to my lashes. “I’m so glad 
you feel the same.” 


“Of course I do,” he says intensely. “I loved you the second I 
saw you in the crowd. And now that our lives are set on the 
most glorious path I could imagine, I want to make this 
official. I want to claim you, properly claim you, so that no 
other man ever has the possibility of getting his hands on 
you. Maybe society will call me sexist or old fashioned but I 
don’t give a fuck. You’re mine. Mine. And nobody but me 
gets to be with my wife.” 


He takes a ring box from his pocket and opens it, revealing 
a glistening, large diamond set within a glimmering silver 
band. 


“Myla Steele, will you marry me?” 


“Yes!” I yell, almost before he’s even finished asking the 
question. “I love you, Maddox. Of course I’ll marry you.” 


He takes my hand and slides the ring onto my finger, the 
metal cool compared with the heat of the tent. 


Then he leaps to his feet and we throw ourselves at each 
other, a fit of passion taking us over as we forget dinner and 
search for each other’s lips. 


We gasp and moan and finally our lips meet, our tongues 
dancing around each other as our love blooms like roses 
between us. 


I’m going to be Maddox Copper’s wife. 


I’m going to marry the man who proved to me that I don’t 
have to be self-conscious and paranoid and worried all the 
freaking time. 


My husband-to-be is the man of my dreams. 


I sink deeper into the fire of our kiss, feeling like the most 
blessed woman alive. 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


M addox 


I hold little Mikey in my arms as I walk to the door of the 
study and peer inside, my heart doing backflips and 
somersault and all kinds of acrobatics when I see Myla 
sitting at her desk. 


She’s so caught up in her work she doesn’t even see me 
watching her, just bites her bottom lip as she turns the page 
of her zoology text book and makes a precise note with her 
pen. 


This past year has been an unfolding series of sun bright 
moments, starting with our return from Africa and the 
wedding planning. 


The thought had struck me that the ins-and-outs of the 
wedding might bore me, because who the hell is going to 
get excited about this or that tablecloth? 


But when I saw Myla’s face light up, her cheeks blooming 
with each decision, the wedding mania infected me. By the 
end, we were as we always are. 


In it together. 


I remember how she jumped around the suite when the 
pregnancy test came back positive, the eve of the wedding, 
breaking the no-seeing-each-other rule and busting into my 
hotel suite. 


“Maddox,” she cried, waving the stick like it was a magic 
wand. 


And it was, because it gave us Mikey, the little bundle 
sleeping soundly in my arms. 


He lays his head against my chest and breathes quietly, 
making the occasional cooing or snore like sound that just 
about makes my heart about burst. 


Before Myla, I didn’t even know if I had a heart. 


Or if I did, I thought it was destined to stay locked away, a 
part of me that could only live in my music, open to 
interpretation but never belonging to anybody. 


But now my heart belongs to Myla, my wife, the best 
goddamn wife a man could ask for. 


And Mikey, the little man who I just know is going to fill our 
lives with love and laughter and happiness, even more than 
he already has, and that’s a giant gleaming mountain of joy 
already. 


Myla’s hair is tied up in a bun and the Saturday morning 
sunlight streams in behind her, making it gleam even more 
golden. I smirk when I hear her voice in my mind. 


That’s called post-pregnancy sweat. 


She seems to think that the extra weight and the sweat and 
all of it will put me off, but part of me wonders if she’s only 
teasing, because she just looks too damn womanly for me to 


be put off, her curves enhanced, her fertility screaming 
from her every pore. 


She looks up and spots us, a smile lifting her lips in a bright 
display. 


“Are you sneaking around, husband?” 


“I was just explaining to the little man here how you’re 
going to be the best zoologist in the world, and he was 
telling me that he’s already very proud of you.” 


She giggles. “That’s funny, because I didn’t hear a thing.” 


“I know,” I say, striding into the room and bringing Mikey 
close to her. She leans over and kisses his head. “That’s 
because you were so absorbed with your work. Kenneth has 
prepared a mighty breakfast, by the way, and if we’re not 
careful, Tyson’s going to devour the lot.” 


We both smile and I know what we're thinking. 


The day we got him at the shelter, the time I made up that 
excuse because I thought, stupidly, that there was even a 
remote chance I’d be able to fight the budding desire I felt 
for her. 


I’ve since told Myla about the reason for visiting the shelter, 
and after lots of laughing and teasing, she agreed with me 
that it was the best thing we ever could’ve done, starting 
our relationship by caring for another life. 


Now, the little terrier is full haired and full of life, a two year 
old ball of writhing energy that doesn’t know how to stop or 
quit. 


“T love you,” Myla says, standing up and placing her pen on 
her notebook. 


“T love you, too,” I smile, leaning across our son’s head to 
kiss her on the cheek. “And let me just tell you, wife. You’re 
damn lucky I’m holding our son right now.” 


I give her the look that means my body is roaring at me to 
take her again, to claim her in every way I know how, to 
push our bodies together in rioting lust and searing want. 


She gaps at me and then waves a dramatic hand down at 
her body, still clad in the grey sweatpants and the baggy I 
Heart Lions T-shirt she wore to bed last night. 


But even if the clothes are baggy, they can’t hide the 
heavenly perfection that is my wife’s form, made even more 
shapely and appealing from the pregnancy. 


“Um, have you seen how absolutely grotesque I look right 
now, Maddox?” she teases, a sassy note underlying it. 


She knows how supremely fuckable she looks. 


Holding my son carefully, I reach over and touch her 
necklace, drawing it out of the T-shirt. 


“You look beautiful,” I tell her. “And S-E-X-Y.” 


She laughs like she always does when I spell things in front 
of Mikey. 


“And after breakfast, I’ve got half a mind to give Mikey to 
the nanny for an hour or two. You’re driving me insane.” 


“You’re insatiable,” she thrills, her cheeks glowing that 
shade of red that’s like a signal straight to my manhood. 


“Yes,” I growl, “I am. Now, breakfast, bed. What do you 
say?” 


“I say that sounds like the most perfect Saturday morning I 
could possibly think of.” 


She takes Mikey from me and cradles him close, rocking 
him back and forth as we leave the office and head toward 
the smell of bacon, Tyson yapping happily the closer we get. 


I stare at my wife as we walk, and at my son, my heart 
thumping hotly and an irrepressible rictus smile stuck to my 
lips. 


And I’m just so happy I followed my heart. 
I’m just so happy I get to call Myla my wife. 


I’m just so damn happy. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


EIGHT YEARS LATER 


Mikey trails after me in his Wellington boots, a bag of feed 
in one hand and a trowel in the other. It’s a rare rainy day 
in California, but it’s a light, warm spray that’s welcome 
more than resented, and when I look to my right and see 
little Tina, named after my mother, and Isabella, who’s 
named after Maddox’s mother, I feel so much joy 
blossoming in my heart I’m glad it’s raining. 


That way, if I cry, I won’t upset the children, even if they’re 
happy tears. 
Get it together, girl. 


We walk through the sanctuary and I nod at two of my 
interns, smiling when I think that I get the chance to gift 
two people the chance to work with animals, the same way I 
was given the opportunity at the start of my career. 


“Mommy, I don’t even mind digging the poo-poo,” Mikey 
says, and then laughs in a musical singsong way. 


“That’s because you’re gross,” Tina teases, but with her 
characteristic gap-toothed smile to show that she’s joking. 
She dances over to her big brother and puts her hand on 
his shoulder. “Only kidding.” 


“Mommy, is Daddy going to be here soon?” Bella asks. “I 
miss him.” 


“About twenty minutes,” I tell her. “In the meantime, you’re 
poor old mommy will have to be enough.” 


“You're silly,” she giggles, wrapping an arm around my leg 
as we walk, clutching onto me and hugging tight so that I 
have to guide her with my hand. Not that I mind. Heat 
infuses every part of me. “I love you, Mommy. I just love 
Daddy too. I even love Mikey and he loves poo-poo.” 


“That was a joke,” Mikey grins. “I’m just not scared of hard 
work, that’s all.” 


I smile at them, their banter making me want to record it, 
every moment, so that when they’re older and grown I can 
replay it over and over. I think of Maddox at home with the 
twins and Tyson, Tyson probably yapping up a storm, even 
as he gets older, and my heart tugs like there are actual 
strings attached. 


I’ve heard that phrase before, of course. 
Heart strings. 


But that’s what my family - my life - does for me. It tugs and 
plucks and strums like freaking music. 


We go to the enclosure that needs cleaning and get to work 
and, afterward, I let the children feed some specially made 
treats to the animals and then I hand it over to my manager, 
before herding the children out to the front of the 


sanctuary to stand in the pleasant, warming rain and wait 
for their father. 


But Maddox is already there as we walk into the drizzle, 
leaning against the van with his arms folded in his steel 
grey suit, his face dusted with a light salt and pepper five 
o’clock shadow and his eyes gleaming so intensely when he 
sees me I almost run over to him and leap on him right 
away. 


He looks as sturdy and muscular and Maddox as the day we 
fell in love. 


“Daddy, Daddy,” Bella cries, running over to him. “Where’s 
the little monkeys?” 


Maddox chuckles as he sweeps Bella into his arms, hugging 
her close and kissing her on the forehead. “With Grandma 
and Grandpa. They’re having dinner with us today. Isn’t 
that great?” 


“T love Grandpa. His hair is funny, Daddy. It’s blue.” 


I roll my eyes and let out a laugh as I lean across Bella to 
give Maddox a kiss on his bristly cheek. 


“Ew,” Bella jokes, giggling. 
“Are Mom and Dad already at the house, then?” I ask. 
“Yeah, keeping the little monkeys company.” 


Bella laughs like crazy when he says that, like she always 
does when he calls the twins monkeys, and then we all pile 
into the van and Maddox sits behind the wheel. 


I look across at my husband, my hand straying to my 
necklace and turning over the metal, my mind flitting back 
to the day he reclaimed it for me. 


We’ve come so far since then, my zoology degree being a 
skyrocketing success, the sanctuary just the same. Maddox 
has signed five global superstars and plenty of smaller 
bands, and all in all our lives just keep going up, up, and up. 


Just as Maddox starts the engine, the rain stops and a ray of 
late day sunlight breaks through the pale clouds, shining 
brightly directly down on just us. 


That’s what it feels like as we sit there, the sun illuming our 
whole private universe, shimmering with a heavenly glow. 


Maddox looks across at me and gives me a twitch of his 
eyebrow and a smirk, and after nine years of marriage I can 
read him as easily as I can read my own reflection, as 
though I can see right into his thoughts. 


Can our lives get any brighter? 


I smile and reach across, taking his hand and giving it a 
squeeze, feeling his wedding band pressing against my 
skin. 


I don’t know, I say silently. But we can try. 


He smiles and then starts the engine, backing the car out of 
the lot and joining the highway. 


“Daddy,” Mikey says. 
“Yeah?” 
“Do you think one day we could go paint-balling?” 


“I’m not sure,” Maddox muses. “Is there an age 
requirement for paintball?” 


“I already checked,” Mikey says quickly, his excitement 
getting the better of him as his words rush out and he bobs 
up and down in his seat. “I’m old enough.” 


“Then yeah, sure,” Maddox grins. “Pll look into it, pal.” 
“Awesome.” 


I smile and glance in the rear view, letting my eyes flit to 
each of my children, my heart thumping with a thousand 
angel songs as I think about the evening that unfolds ahead 
of us. 


Dinner with Mom and Dad, tucking the twins into bed and 
listening to the sleepy noises they make. 


And then, once our mansion is quiet and everybody is 
asleep, lll crawl into the man of my dream’s arms where 
he’ll kiss me, kiss me hard, and before we know it we’ll be a 
mess of limbs and lust and want. 


And life will just keep on getting better, and better. 


Forever. 
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